Tuujours nous voulons chercher Veterncl 
aillfurs quHci; toujours nous tournons le 
regard de Vesprit vers autre chose que la 
presente situation et la presente apparener; 
oil hien nous attendons de ntourir comnto 
si tout instant n'etait pas mourir et revivre. 
A cheque instant tine vie netive nous est 
offerte. Aujourd’hui, maintenant, tout de 
suite, e’est notre seule prise. 


We alwtys wish to look for the rten- 
clsmhcre than here; we idways difeet o 
spiritual look towards something" oth. 
than the present situation and the pi\ 
sent appearance; or we wait for dcith, 
if every instant were not death and ne. 
life. Every moment a new life is offaed 
to us. ‘Toulay\ ‘the now', ‘the j'nt me- 
diate', is all zee can get hold of. 

jlLdlh 



PART ONE 


O DI LE 




I 


Y sucUlcn (Icparlurc must liave siirprisc/i you, I apolo-^ 
glsc bill, do not regret it. I wonder also hear the 
storm of music which lues ..lirflsm within me during 
last few days, like the highii»d flights in Tristan? How I 
j ish I could abandon myvsclf i-o the passionate impulse that 
jily the day before yesterday ' urged me towards you in your 
'^^j^hitc dress in the forest; biut I am afraid of love, Isabelle, 
of myself. I do not know what Renee and others may 
ive told you of my life. We have sometimes talked abciic 
; but I did not tell you the truth. The charm of making 
‘ 'W friends Tu's in the ho])c of presenting one’s past to them 
a favourable aspect. Our friend.ship is no longer at; the 
tge of flattering confidences. Men deliver up their souls as 
, unen their bodies by succe,s.sive well defended zones. One 
one I have dirown my most secret forces into the fray. 
^ true memories, hitherto concealed, will reveal themselves 
.. .:l appear in the light of day. 

i lere I am, far from you, living in the room where I spent 
'llih Ibere is a shelf on the wall full of books 

’ich my mother has kept for more than twenty years, ‘for 
^ clde.sc gnmds<m’, she says. Shall I ever have sons? The 
ink-stained book is my old Greek dictionary, 
with gilt bindings are my prizes. I want to tell you 
^,|Yl|fy thing, Isabelle, from the time I w^as a sensitive child, 
^ a a cynical ailolescent, until I was a wounded unhappy 
dmn^>''^' ^ simply, accurately and with 

..nility. Perhaps if I finish writing this story I shall not; 

.show it to you. Never mind. Even if I 
still account of my life for myself only, it will not have 

•of SC'^^ 

''ou remember one evening, coming back from St. Cer- 
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main, I described Gandumas to you. It is a sombre, ])(‘aTUifu. ] 
■region. A torrent flows between our factories, constnieied in J 
-the heart of a rather wild gorge. Our house, a small sixtceiul ^ 
feentury chateau like so many to be seen in lamousin, domiii 
ares a heather covered moor. At an early age T was ])n)U(l o 
being a Marcenat and happy that our family ruled over thi 
district. Frmn the small paper works that had seiwed as . 
laboratory for my maternal grandfather, my father had mad' 
a vast factory. He' had bought back the leasehold fields an 
transformed Gandumas, which before bis time bad bee 
almost waste land, into a model property. During tny child 
hood I watched the constructioh of buildings, and saw the hi j 
shed for pulping paper gradually extending along the banl^ 
of the stream. My mother’s family belonged to Limousin. AS 
grcat-grandfatlicr, a lawvf fi'Kad bought Gandumas when [ 
was sokk-as hatiOhav "property at the time of the Frencl 
■Revolution. Aly father, an engineer from Lorraine, had on I 
lived in this part of the country since his marriage. He In 
brought one of his brothers here, my Uncle Peter, w'ht) Iiv( ^ 
at Chardcuil, the neighbouring village. 

On Sundays, when it was fine, our tw'o families met at t' 
Saint- Yrieix ponds. We drove tliere in our carriage. 1 w 
seated opposite my parents on a hard narrow folding sc 
The monotonous trot of the horse made me sleepy ; I amus* 
myself by watching its changing, distorted sliadow^ on t’ 
village walls and banks as wc passed by, and resuming * 
normal shape when wc turned the corners. From rime 
time a smell of dung, which like, the sound of bells wti.s 
in my mind with the idea of Sunday, enveioped me lil<i,*£ 
cloud; large flies settled on me. 1 disliked ih(' hills ivtosi ’ 
all ; the horse w^alkcd and the carriage ascended .at a iedioi/\' 
slow, pace wdiilc the old coachman Thomasson clicketi ' 
tongue and cracked his whip. 

At fhc inn w^e found my Unde Peter, his wife and 
cousin Renee, their only daughter. Aly mother gave ns hii f 
and butter and my father ^ said ‘go and play’. Renee an; 
walked about under the trees or at the edge of the pemds 
gathered pine cones and chestnuts. WJtcn wc returned Rt 
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* c.-unc with us and the coachmap, managed to make room for 
V Jut on the edge (jC the folding scat. During the journey my 
/ });ucurs did not speak. Conversation was always made difli-j 
! -etdl by iny father’s excessive reserve. lie showed concern- 
> i w'heiievcr any intimate reference was made in public. When 
;■ we were at table, if my mother said a word about our edu- 
cation, the factory, our uncles, or about Aunt Cora who lived 
jj‘ in Paris, my father indicated by an embarrassed gesture that 
p'' the servant was changing the plates. My mother then stop]icd 
talking. When I was very young I noticed that if my father 
ii .and my uncle liad any fault to find with one another they 
k-, .tihvays got their wives to convey it with special precautions. 
'P I also saw that my father had a horror of frankness. With us 
i ' .all conventional sentiments were trtic, all parents always loved 
. their children, all children their parents, and all husbands 
'i|i| their wives. The . Marcenats wished to sec the world as an 
I 'fj I 'earthly paradise and it seems to me now that their attitude 
I'; I was more ingenuous than hypocritical. 


= |?J The sunlit lawn at Ganduma.s, In the plain below, the village 
j of Cliardenil was veiled by ti ha/e of shimmering heat. A 
; little hoy, up to his waist in a hole he htis dug near a heap 
■; of sand, wtitches the wide landscape for an invisible enemy. 
’This game was inspired by reading my favourite hot)k 
: \ guerre dc Forlervssc by Danrit. In my sharp.shfmter's hole I 
J was Private Mitour and was defending the fortress of Lioii- 
: ;■ ville, commanded by an old colonel for whom T would gladly 
itave laid down tny life. Forgive me for mentioning such 
\ ' childish sentiments bin in them I lind the first expre.ssion of 

1 ,f i my need for passionate devotion which has been one of the 
j ’ -domin.'int factors of my character, although it h;is since been 
I . apjdied to very tUfferent objects. 

H i ‘ if I analyse the impcrccjuiblc particles of memory tvhich 
I ; Still remain to me of the child I was then, I recognise a touch 
I ' 'of sensuality in my desire for self-sacrifice, . • 
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However my play very soon took a new form. Another 
book, a New Year’s gift entitled Liitlc Russian Soldiers, was 
about a group of schoolboys Aviio decided to form an arniy 
and chose a student called Ania SukolotT for their (jiiceiu 
kShc was a remarkably beautiful, slender, elegant and ski! fill 
giii’-— I liked the oath taken by the soldiers t(.> the <jneen, ilu." 
labours they accomplished to please her and the smile that 
was their rewartl. My ideal woman, whom 1 have so often 
described to you, came partly from that story. 

I see myself walking beside her on tlie lawns at Gandnmas ; 
she talks of sad and beautiful things in a low voice. I'he 
pleasure she gave me was always mingled with the idea of 
daring and risk and I called her the Amazon. 

I also enjoyed reading with my mother the stories of 
Lancelot of the Lake and Don Quixote. I could not believe 
that Dulcinca was ugly and had torn the drawing of her out 
of iny book so as to imagine her myself. 

Although I was two years older than my cousin Renee we 
did lessons together for a long time. When I was thirteen 
my father sent me to the lycec Gay-Lussae at Limoges where 
I stayed with one of our cousins and only came home on 
Sundays. I had inherited my father’s taste for study and 
reading, liked school life very much, and was a good pu}uL 
The pride and timidity of the Marcenats were growing in 
me as inevitably as their bright eyes and slightly raised eye- 
brows. The only antidote to my pride was the t|ueen to whose 
image I remained faithful, I. had now given her the name 
of Helen, because of my admiration for rlie Helen of Homer,, 
and my professor in the second form, M Bailly, was resjKjn- 
sible for this adventure. Why do certain pictures remain a.s 
clear for us as when we first saw them, while others, seetningly 
more important, are hazy and qtiickly elVaeed? At this 
moment I sec M Bailly wonderfully vividly in my mind's 
eye entering the classroom with his slow step. I Ic Imstg Itis 
shepherd’s cloak on a peg and said ‘T have found a iitsc 
su])jcet for your French composition “TIk. Reeanttition of 
Stesichore” . , 


j I can vStill sec M Bailly clearly. He has a thick moustache^ 
close croj>ped liair and a face strongly marked by passions,, 
no <loul)t unhappy ones. He takes a paper from his portfolio' 
and dictates: The poet Stcsichore, having cursed Helen in 
Ihs verses for the evils she brought down upon the Greeks,, 
is stricken with blindness by Venus and then, understandiug, 
bis guilt, composes a recantation in which he expresses his- 
regret for having blasphemed against beauty.’ 

Uow 1 would like to re-rcad today the eight pages I wrote 
that morning. Never again have I found that perfect fusion 
of inner life with the written word, never, except perhaps in 
a few letters to Odile and, hardly a week ago, in a letter 
destined for you which I did not send. The theme of self- 
sacrifice to beauty awoke in me such a deep responsive chord 
that in spite of my extreme youth I felt afraid and worked 
for two hours tvith almost painful ardour, as if I had foreseen: 
how much reason I too would have during the course of my 
dilBcuk life <»n earth to write the recantation of Stcsichore. 

But I should be giving you a false idea of the soul of a 
schoolboy of fifteen if I ditl not tell you that my state of 
exaltation remained entirely Iiiddctt within me. My conver- 
sations widi my schoolmates about women and love were- 
cynical Some of my friends spoke of their experiences with 
technical and brutal derails. ITelen was embodied for me irt 
a young woman from Limoges, Denise Aubry, a friend of 
the cousins with whom I lived. She was pretty and was 
considered rather fa.st. When anyone said in my presences 
that she had lovers I thought of Don Quixote and Lancelot 
and should have liked to attack the slanderers with a lancc.. 
The days Mme Aubry came to dinner I was mad with joy 
and fear. Everything I said when she was there seemed tO' 
me absurd. I detested her husband who was an inoffensive- 
and kindly manufacturer of china. I always hoped to meet 
her in the street when returning from school and having 
noticed that she often went at midday to buy flowers and.' 
cakes in the rue Porte-Tourny opposite the cathedral, I con- 
trived to he on the pavement between the florist and the 
pastry-cook at that hour. Several times she allowed me to* 
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accompany her to her door, with my Kchool-satchcl imdcr 
my arm. 

V\'hcu h'uinmer came I saw her mm-c easily at tlie tcamis 
courts. One evening, as it was line, several young couples 
tieckled to dine there, and Mmc Aul)ry, knowing cjuiie well 
I was in love with her, asked me to slay too. Supper was gay 
and night began to fall; 1 was lying on tlie grass at Denise's 
■fee!, when I touched her ankle and tny hand gendy enfolded 
it; she made no objection. I can still smell the strong scent 
of the syringas behind us. Stars could be seen through the 
branches. It tvas a moment of perfect ha.ppiness. When it 
was completely dark I heard rather than saw a young man 
of twenty-seven, a .lawyer of liimoges wcll-knowm for his wit, 
'Creeping towards Denise, and, without intending to, I over- 
heard their whispered conversation. He asked her to meet 
him in Paris at an address he gave ; she murmured, 'be 
■quiet*, T)ut I understood she woukl go. I still held her ankle, 
and she, happy and indifferent, rook no notice. But I hh' 
wounded and suddenly conceived a savngt; contempt f<.>r 
women. 

At this moment I have on my talde the schoolboy’s diary 
in which 1 made notes of my reading. 1 see in it: ‘June 26. 
an initial surrounded liy a small rirck*. Unflerneath I liad 
copied a sentence from liarres: ‘We must take liiile Jteed <jf 
women, enjt>y loc^king at them and pride ('ursc’lves on tltt; 
pleasure we can derive from such unw()rthy o])jects.’ 

During that summer I rmi after girls, ] learned that otu' 
could lake them round the waist, kiss them .and play the foul 
with them in dark alleys, d'he episotle <if Dettise .^uVa-y 
seemed to have enred me. of being nanantic. I had devise<l 
for myself a routine of courtship which succeedetl with a 
•certainty that filled me with pride and desjtair. 


m 

'The following year my father, who for some time Iiad be<‘n 
a county councillor, W'as made senator for llante-Viennc. 
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, Our way of life diangcd. Gandiimas now became only 
i summer residence for ns. I completed ray course of pbilo- 
i soplty at a college in i-’aris, and was to read for a degree in law 
^ ^ and do my railiuiry service before choosing a career. 

In ilie bo]i<Iays 1 saw Mine Aubry again when she came to. 
I'l’i Gaudumas with my Limoges cousins; I had an idea that it 
ii' nas slie wlm had suggested coming with them. I olfered to- 
|h; show her the park and took great pleasure in leading her 
II;' towards a snmmer-liouse that I called my observatory where 
!!: 1 had spent wliole Sundays in a vague reverie at the time I 
'I tvas in love with lier. She admirccl the deep wooded gorge- 
y ' in which one could see the foam breaking over the stones 
!:|| I and the smoke rising from the factory. When she stood 
' I up and leaned forwards to sec the distant movements of the 

I workmen better, I put my hand on her shoulder. She smiled. 

I tried to kiss lier ; she gently pushed me, away. I told her I 
sliould he returning' to Paris in October, had taken a little - 
flat on the left bank and hoped to see her there. 

^ f| *I don’t know,’ she murmured, ‘it is difficult.’ 

1 1 In ray diary for the winter of 1906-7 I find many appoint- 
ments with D. I was disapjiointecl in Denise Aubry. I was. 
wrong. She was a nic:c woman, but 1 had foolislily expected L 
her to be interested in my studies as well as being my ! 
mistress. 

She came to Paris to see me and also to try on dresses and’ 
hats. For this I despised her. I lived in books and could not 
understand others hieing difl’erent to myself. She asked me- 
to lend her Gidc, Ikirrcs and Claudel about whom I talked 
to Jier so mucli ; what she said to me about them afterwards . 
annoyed me. She had a lovely body; I wanted lier badly 
as soon as she returned to I..inioges. When I had spent two 
hours with her I wished to die, disappear or have a talk witlix 
a mrui frientl. 

My two favourite friends were Andre Plallf, an intelligent 
hut easily ofi'ended young Jew whom I had met at the Faculty 
of Law, and Bc;rtrand dc Jussac from Limoges who had 
entered Saint-Cyr and came to spend his Sundays widi us in 
Paris. When I was with Ilalff or Bertrand I seemed to enter ■ 
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;a worltl of deeper sincerity. On tlic surface was the Philippe 
■of iny parents, a simple creature, made tap of a few Mavccnat 
conventions, then came the Philippe of Denise Aubry, suhjtaa: 
to moods of tenderness and sensnality followed l)y violent 
reactions; the Philippe of Bertrand, courageous and senti- 
mental ; that of Plallf, precise and hard, and 1 knew well (hat 
Mntde.nieath there was still another Philippe, more, veal than 
all the rest. He alone could have made me hajtpy if 1 t:ou!d 
have been in harmony with him, but I did not even attempt 
to know him. 

Have I told you about the room I rented in a little Pavilion 
in the rue dc Varenne and which was furnished in the austere 
taste I had adopted at that period? Masks of Pascal and 
Beethoven hung on the bare walls, strange witnesses of my 
amorous adventures. The divan that served me as a bed was 
covered with coarse grey canvas. On the mantlepiece were 
Spinoza, Montaigne and some books on science. Was this 
done to impress or from a sincere love of ideas? Perhaps it 
was a mixture of both. I was studious and inhuman. Denise 
often told me tliat my room frightened her, hut she liked it 
all the same. She had already had several lovers and always 
■dominated them. She attached herself to me. 

I mention thi.s with humility. Life teaches us thtit modesty 
is easy where love is concerncil. The letist aitractive can 
■succeed, the most seductive fail. If 1 lel! y(ut that Detiise 
eared for me more than 1 cared for her I shall tell you wtih, 
the same sincerity of far more importaut episodes in niy life 
where the situation was just tiie reverse. During the period 
■of which I am speaking, from the ttge of tvvtativ to twenty- 
three, I was loved but did not love, lit truth 1 h,ul tto notion 
what love is. The idea that it could make one sulhr Sfcutc'tl 
to me absurdly romantic. Poor Deiitse, 1 can see lur now, 
lying on the divan leaning towards me and trying ile.spcmiely 
to read my mind, which was completely closet! ii» her. 

'r.,ovc’~-I said-— ‘what is love?’ 


1 noticed the word ‘'caught’, which I thought vulgar. I 
cliKliked Dcuise’s vocabulary. I was annoyed with her for 

I not speaking like Juliet or Clelia Conti. Her mind provoked 
in nic tlic kind of response one feels at the sight of a badly 

i cut garmtrnt. I pulled backwards, then forvvarcls, in search of 
an unattainable ec}uilibrium. I learned later that in Limoges 
j she bad earned a. reputation for intelligence and my clforts 
' had pr<x.'urcd for her a lover who was one of the most difficult 
/ men to please in that part of the country. The minds of 
women are thus composed of the successive deposits brought 
to them by men who have loved them, just as the tastes of 
men preserve the confused, superimposed images of the 
women who have passed through their lives, and often the 
acute suffering a woman has made us endure becomes the 
cause of the love w'e inspire in another and, in turn, of her 
f unhappiness. 

I! M was Mary Graham, a young English girl with veiled 
0 mysterious eyes whom I had met at my Aunt Cora's. Aunt 
Cora was a sister of my mother. Slie had married a banker, 
Baron Choin, and had always been ambitious to attract to 
her house the largest pos.sible number of ministers, ambassa- 
dors and generals. She had formed her first circle through 
being the mistress of a well-known politician. She deserved 
success for exploiting this advantage with admirable skill and 
perseverance. 

She was at home Avenue Marceau every evening from six 
o’clock and on Tuesdays gave a dinner party for twenty-four 
people. Her dinners w'cre one of the few subjects our Limou- 
P sin family made fun of. My father maintained that she had 
jl never interrupted the serit‘.s. In the. summer they w'crc trans- 

I I fevred to the villa at Trouvillc. My mother told us that when 
, * ray uncle was dying of cancer of the stomach, she had come 

J to Paris to help her sister, and on her arrival one Tuesday 
1 evening she found Cora arranging the tabic. 

^ 'How i.s Adrian?’ she asked. 

“I 'He is very well,' Aunt Cora replied, rvcll as his con- 
dition permits: only he won’t be able to dine at table.' 

The next morning at seven o’clock a servant had tele- 


phoned to my mother: The Baroness regrets to infonB 
Mine Marcenat that the Baron died sudclcniy during the 
night.’ 

At the time of my arrival in Paris I had no wish to scie my 
aunt, as I was brought up by my father to have a horror of 
society, but wlien we got to know each, other 1 ratlicr liked 
licr. She was very kind, glad to be of service to others, atul 
through her contact with vSo many men of varied activities 
had a real if slightly confused knowledge of the workings of 
society. Being a young provincial with an enejuiring mind^ 
I found her a ready source of information. Seeing that I 
enjoyed listening to her she made friends with me and I was 
invited to the Avenue Marceau every Tuesday evening. Per- 
haps there was an added touch of coquetry in her welcome on 
account of my parents’ hostility to her salon and she was not 
averse to triumphing over them by annexing me. Naturally 
Aunt Cora’s : circle included a certain number of girls, a 
necessary bait. I decided to make love to several of them, 
although I did not care for them, if only to prove to myself 
that such conquests were povssiblc for me. I remember how 
calmly I sat down in an armchair and took up a book, the 
moment one of them, smiling tenderly, had left my room 
and how easily I put her image out of niy mind. 

Do not judge me severely. I believe tliat many young men 
like me, if they do not have the good fortune to find a: 
mistress or a remarkable wife early in life, inevitably behave 
with arrogant selfishness. They are looking for a philosophy' 
of life. The women, instinctively know that such a quest is 
fruitless and follow them half-heartedly. At first, desire crean^s 
an illusio.n, then between two almost hostile s[ririts an 
incurable boredom sets in. Did I still think of .Helen of 
Sparta? Very seldom, but from time to time I discovered 
what was left of that sentiment in the depths of luy soul, us 
in clear weather one might discern a submerged town under 
the sea. 

Sometimes at the concerts I went to on Sundays I caught 
sight of an enchanting profile in the distance which reminded 
me with a strange shock of the fair Russian queen of my 
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ij childhood and the chestnut trees of Gandumas. Then during 
, the vest of the concert I offered to this unknown person the 
intense emotions roused by the music, and for several tno- 
nients it seemed to me that if I could know this woman I 
sliould find in her the perfect almost divine being for whom 
I desired to live. Tlien the deposed queen was lost in the 
, crowd and 1 rejoined a mistress I, did iK)t love in the rue de 
Varetme. 

, Today I find it difficult to understand how I could shelter 
two such contradictory personalities at the same time. They 
lived on different planes and never met. The tender lover, 
j eager to offer devotion, had realised that the beloved woman 
.did not exist in real life. Refusing to confound a vague 
, beautiful image with a vulgar counterfeit he took refuge in 
books and loved no one but Mmc dc Mortsauf and Mmc de 
, Renal. The cynic dined at Aunt Cora’s and made bold and 
suggestive remarks to his ncigblx)ur, if she attracted him. 

, After my military service my father offered me a partner- 
ship in his factory. He had now moved his offices to Paris 
where his clietits, the big newspapers and publishers, were 
accessible. His business interested me very much and I 
developed it while continuing my. studies and reading. During 
the winter I went to Gandumas once a month ; in the 
summer my parents lived there and I spent several weeks with 
them. I was glad to resume the solitary walks of my child- 
hood in Limousin. When I was nor at the factory 1 worked, 
cither in my room which was tmehanged or in my little 
observatory above the ravine of the Lone ; every hour I got 
up anchwent to the end of the long avenue of chestnut trees, 
and returned at the same rapid pace to my reading. 

1 was relieved to be rid of the young women in Paris who 
had woven around my life a web of apj^ointments, grievances 
and gossip, difficult to evade. Mary Graham about whom I 
spoke before, was the wife of a man I knew well; I disliked 
shaking hands with him. Most of my friends, on the con- 
trary, would have done so with pride. But the tradition of 

I my family in such matters was strict. My father had made 
a marriage of convenience, which became as often happens 
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a love marriage. He was happy in his silent and reserved 
way and never had any amorous adventures, at: least not 
since ins marriage ; yet I divined in him something romantic 
and confusedly imagined that if I had the good fortune to 
lind a woman who resembled my Amazon a little I could, 
like him, be bappy and ftiithful. 


IV 

During the winter of 1909 I bad two attacks of bronchitis in 
succession and towards the end of February was advised by 
my doctor to go to the south, for some weeks. I preferred to 
visit Italy where I had never been and after seeing the 
northern lakes and Venice, I decided to stay for the last 
week of my holiday in Florence, 

The first evening in my hotel at the table next to mine, I 
noticed a girl (jf such rare beauty that I could not take my 
eyes off her. She was accompanied by her mother, still young, 
and an elderly man. Later I asked the headwaiter who were 
my neighbours. He told me they were French, Mme and. 
Mile Malet, and that their companion, who was not staying 
at our hotel, was an Italian general. At lunch time the next 
day the table was empty. 

I had letters of introduction and presented one to Professor 
Angelo Guardi, the art criiic, whose publisher was one of my 
clients ; I received an invitation to tea from hirn the same 
day. In the garden of his villa in Fiesole I found about 
twenty people, among them were my two neighbours. The 
girl, wearing a large straw hat and a holland dress with, a 
jiavy blue collar, appeared to me as beautiful as the tn'cning 
before. I suddenly felt shy and nroved away from the gronj) 
in which she was standing to speak to Guardi. In front of 
us wa.s a pergola covered with roses. < 

1 made the garden myself,’ said Guardi, 'ten years ago all 
this ground you see was a field. Over there . . 

In following his gesture I met the eyes of Mile Malet and 
saw with surprise and pleasure that they were fixed on mine. 

18 


Ji was rhc: brkfc'st: of glances but held within it the minute 
seed, ehargctl with unknown forces, from which ray greatest 
love was horn. I knew without a word that I could he natural 
I'with litr and ap])roachcd her as soon as possible. 

‘Wliat a lovely garden!’ I said. 

‘Yes, wliat I love abtait Florence is that one secs mountains 
.and ti'ces everywhere. 1 hate towns that arc only towns.’ 

‘Chiardi Told me that the view from behind the house is 
very beautiful.’ 

‘IjCt’s go and sec,’ she said gaily. 

There was a thick curtain of cypresses divided by a flight 

i iof stone steps leading up to a rocky niche that sheltered a 
3 statue. Further off, to the left, was a terrace looking over 
I the town. Mile Malet rested her elbows on the wall near 
me and gazed for a long time in silence at the pink domes, 
the large gently sloping roofs of Florence and the blue 
mountains in tltc distance. 

‘Oh! how I love this,’ she said, with a girlish graceful 
movement, throwing back her head as if to breathe in, the 
landscape. 

Odile Malct treated me with confiding familiarity, and 
told me her father was an architect, whom she admired very 
much, lie had remained in Paris and it distressed her to see 
che .Italian general dancing attendance on her mother. After 
ten minutes we were exchanging the most intimate confi- 
dences. ■ ' ■ 

I talked to her about my Amazon and how impossible it 
was for me to find any happiness in life unless I could be 
inspired by a deep and passionate vsentiment. (My cynical 
theories had been instantly swept away by her presence.) 

She told me that one day, when she was diirteen, her best 
friend, Misa, said to her: ‘Would you throw yourself over 
flic balcony if I asked you to?’ And slic had been on the 
jioint of jurap.ing from the fourth floor. The story enchanted 
3; me. 

I asked her whether she enjoyed visiting churches and 
^ iiiuscums. 

‘Yes,’ she said, ‘but what I like best is to wander about in 



the old streets ... I have a horror of going out with my I 
motlicr and her general, so I get up very early in the inorti” ' 
ing. Would you like to come with me tomorrow morning? 

1 shall be in the hall of the hotel at nine o'clock.’ 

‘Yes, indeed I would , . . Ought I to ask your mother’s, 
permission to take you out?’ 

‘No, leave that to me/ she .said. 

The next day I met her at the foot of the stairs and we 
went out together. 

The large flagstones of the quays glistened in the sunshine, 
.somewhere a bell tolled, carriages passed quickly by. Life 
suddenly became very simple. It would be happiness to have 
her fair head always near me, to hold her arm crossing 
road, and feel for a moment the warmth of her young body 
under her dress. 

We went to the via Tornabuoni ; she liked the .shops where 
they sold shoes, flowers and books. On the Ponte Vecchio 
she stopped for a long time looking at the artificial jewellery,, 
necklaces of heavy black and pink stones. 

‘Don’t you think it is amusing?’ she said. 

Odile had some of the tastes that I had condemned in poor 
Denise Aiibry. I 

Wluit did rvc talk about? I no longer remember. la my | 
diary I find: ‘A walk with O, vSan lancnzo. She described \ 
the great light that shone over her bed at the, convent, which | 
came through a sluittcr, lit up from a lamp outside. Wberr j 
falling asleep .she .saw it growing bigger and believed herself | 
to be in Paradise. She talked about the BibUothetjue Rose ; ) 
detested Camille and Madeleine ; and couldn’t bear to play 1 
the role of the good child. Her favourite books were fairy | 
stoj'ics and poetry. She dreamed sometimes of walking under 
rise sea and that skeleton.s of fish were .swimming round lu'r. 
also that a w'ca.sel was dragging her under the earth. She 
liked clanger ; and took the highest jump.s when out riding ... 
She had a pretty way of moving her eyes when trying to 
undcr.stand something-— wrinkling her forehead a little and 
looking in front of her as though she could not quire see,. , 
then said to hcr.sclf “Yes” — she had understood/ 
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I am well aware that I am powerless to desciibc the 
i memories of happiooss the thought of ^ evokes Why 

VlicI 1 exoc-vience a sense of perfection? Was there anything 
lircmarkahle in what Odile said? I don’t f f 
:sesscd something that all the Marcenats lacked; a ^ 

We arc drawn towards those who secrete a mys'enom 
essence that our composition lacks and 
ortler to establish an equilibrium. I may not have known 
more beautiful women than Odile I have ^ 

more hrilUant and intelligent ones, hut none wh P ^ 

'■ the world of the senses witliin my reach as she ^ ^ 
las I was by too much reading and too many 
liions, from trees, flowers, the scents o t e ^ „g 

|of the sky and the freshness of the air, I 
Igathercd each morning by Odile and placed by 1 

sr' wLnTwas alone in a town I passed my time « 

lmight”iy'S 

tT^mcKf masterpieces, OcHlc d.-e™t 

=“u;^!i -r ith ot dri^eS^N^^; am 

u^ra^d sot ot 

Ime'dimugh^ narrow streets between overheated walls fiom 

I" M fi:r h:^n mr« way. with descrip 

:tio“ t %hm bc.wecn’^Guelphs and Chihhd^th^ 

I 'D-intc or the economic situation m Italy? I *"1 so. 

I OT?o was i said that sometimes a few naive, almos footeh 

.J. .d D= 1« » 

an imitation jeweller’s shop, I did noi 
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i not criticise or deplore her 



taste ; but thought only : 'How I love her,' and felt growing ^ 
ever stronger, the theme of the protective Knight and 
devotion until death — which since iny childhood I liad asso-p 
ciated with the idea of true love. 

Then everything in me look up this thenu;. As in aiVj^ 
orchestra a single flute, outlining a short phrase, vsetems n>' 
awaken one after another the violins, 'cellos anti brasses niiiil 
an overpowering rhythmical wave unfolds itself, and flows ., 
through the hall; thus the gathered flow^cr, die .scent of 
wistaria, black and white churches, Botticelli and Michel- 
angelo, join one by one in a blissful chorus to proclaim the . 
joy of loving Odilc and of protecting her perfect and fragile . 
beauty from an invisible enemy. ^ 

The evening I arrived I h)nged for what then seemed an , 
unattainable privilege, a two hours’ walk with this unknown 
girl. A few clays later 1' considered it intolerable slavery to. 
be forced to return to the hotel for meals. Mmc Malet, not^ 
knowing cpiitc who I w^a.^, became unea.sy and tried to slow 
down the progress of our intimacy, but the first awakening" 
of love bcttvecn two young people rouses forces which seem 
insuperable. We felt waves of sympathy forming round our. 
path, Odile.’s beauty would have been enough, but she told 
me that a.s a couple we had even more siicces.s in that little 
Italian world tlian .she had when alone. The Florentine shop- 
keepers were grateful to u.s for loving each other, the museum 
attendants smiled at us, even the boatmen on the Arno raised! 
their hcad.s complacently to watch u.s leaning on the parapet, 
so close together as to feel the warmth of each other’.s bodies. 

I telegraphed to my father that I thought a week or tw'o 
morc in Florence would complete my cure and he agreed to i 
the suggestion. I now- wanted Odilc with me all day. I hired • 
a carriage and we went for long drives in the Tu.scan country- 
side. I 

On the road to Siena wc seemed to be pa.s.sing through the- ! 
background of one of Carpaccio’s paintings. The carriage 
mounted the hiUock.s, which looked like children ’.s sand , 
castles, on die summit of which were unreal looking em- 
battled villages. The massive shadows of Siena enchanteti us, ■ 
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While lunching with Odile in a cool dark hotel I already 
knew that I sliould spend my life with her. During our return 
at night she put her hand in mine. That evening I wrote in 
my diary; ‘Obvious sympathy with us shown by chauffeurs, 
maids and peasants. No doubt they see that we love each 
, other. I'lic art displayed by the people of that little hotel . , . 

It is wonderful how when wc arc together wc disregard cvery- 
' thing apart from ourselves. There is a delightful animation 
, in her face, an expression of surrender and rapture combined 
with sadness, as if she wanted to gaze at the present moment 
and fix it for ever before her eyes.’ 

How I still love the Odile of those weeks in Florence! She 
was so beautiful that I almost doubted her reality. I turned 
my head away and said to her : ‘I will try not to look at you 
for five minutes.’ I could never hold out for more than thirty 
seconds. There was poetry in everything .she said. 

Although she was gay there was at times a sound like the 
low note of a ’cello in her voice, a melancholy discord that 
suddenly filled the air with some confused and tragic menace. 
What was the phrase she repeated at these moments? 

‘Fatally condemned . . that was it — ‘under the influence of 
Mars, fatally condemned, girl with the golden hair, beware 1’ 

. In what worthless novel or melodrama had she read or heard 
these words? 

’ When one evening at twilight in a warm and hidden olive 
grove I kissed her for the first time, she looked at me sadly 
and said : 

‘You remember, darling, the words of Juliet?’ 

In truth, fair Montague, I am too fond, 

And therefore thou mayst think my ’haviour light ... 

I think of our love at that time with great pleasure ; it was 
as dee j fly felt by Odile as by me. But her feelings were 
nearly always restrained by pride. She explained to me later 
that first, life in* the convent and afterwards with her mother, 
whom she did not love, had forced her to repress all craotions, 

When this hidden fire appeared it was in brief and violent 
oinbursts which touched my heart all the more poignantly 
because they were involuntary. Just as cer ta in^ past fashions 
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by concealing woman’s form lent charm to the mere touch; 
of licr garments, so do subtle phrases that disguise passionate p ^ 
sentiments enhance the beauty of language. 

'i'hc day my father finally recalled me to Paris by a rather 
resentful telegram I had to announce the news ti> Odile atj 
tlie Guardis, where she had arrived before J did. Tiie ])coj>]e ‘ 
who were there, indifterent to my departure, resumed <}uitc ' 
a remarkable conversation about Germany and Morocco. As |‘ 
we left I said to Odile: 

‘It was interesting what Guardi was saying!’ She answered 
despairingly: ‘I heard only one thing, that you arc leaving.’ 
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I was engaged when I left Florence. I had to inform my I 
parents and thought with misgivings of how they would take ! 
the news. To the Marcenats, marriage was a family matter* 1 
My uncles would interfere and make enc|iiirk\s alx)ut the'j 
Malefs. What would they hear? I knew nothing about Odilc’s I 
family and had nor even met her father, I have told you f 
about the Marccnat tradition, never to convey important] 
news direct to the person concerned but through, an inter- i 
mediary, with endless precautions, 

I begged my Aunt Cora, who was my favourite confidant, I 
to tell my father of my engagement. She was always glad to] 
prove the value of her information service, which was indeed | 
remarkable, although it had the curious defect of being com- 
posed of agents too highly placed in the social hierarchy. I 
llius, if one wanted details about the life of a corporal A tint i 
Cora could only obtain them from tiio War Minister or if I 
about a doctor in IJmoges, from the head surgeon in a Jkni.s 
hospital. 

When I mentioned M Malet she replied as 1 expected: 

'T don’t know him, but if he is anybody I shall liiul out at 
once from old Bcrteaiix — ^you know->-thc architect who belotigs i 
to the Institute and whom I invite on two Tuesdays every 
winter because poor Adrien used to hunt with him,’ ^ 
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I saw her again a few days later and slie seemed gloomy 
'’"hut agitated. 

‘My pcK)r boy, it was lucky you consulted me. It is not a 
i marriage for you. I saw old Berteaux who knows Malct very 
well, they shared rooms for the Prix de Rome. He says he’s 
a nice man, had talent but is nor a success because he has 
never done anything. He is the type of architect who is 
[ 3 -capable of making a design but never supervises the work 
*3 and therefore loses his clients ... I met that type when I 
■ built my villa at Trouville. I knew his wife when she was 
' Mme Boehmer. Berteaux reminded me . , . Hortensc Boehm cr 
, . . this is her third husband. It appears that the daughter 
'is, as you say, very beautiful and it is natural that she 
attracts you, but trust my experience my dear Philippe, don’t 
' marry her and don’t speak of her to your father or mother 
, . . It is not the same for me, I have known stj many people 
in my life, but your poor mother ... I can’t see her with 
Idortcnse Boehmer — Good Heavens, no!’ 

I told my aunt that Ocjiile was cpiite different to her family, 
in any case my decision was made and it would be better if 
It were at once approved of at home. After slight resistance 
Aunt Cora consented to speak to my parents, partly out of 
kindness and partly because she resembled those old ambassa- 
^ -dors who have a passion h)r negotiation and foresee a period 
I -of international difficulties, with fear because they want 
peace and with a secret pleasure because they will have an 
■opportunity to exercise their only real talent. 

My father was calm and indulgent and asked me to think 
it over. As for my mother, at first she was delighted at the 
prospect of my getting married but a few days later she met 
an old friend who knew the Malcts and said their circle was 
very free and easy. Mme Malet had a bad reputation ; she 
was supposed still to have lovcr.s. Nothing precise was knovtm 
al>out Odile but she had certainly been badly brought up, 
went out alone with young men and moreover was too pretty. 

‘Have they any money?’ asked my Uncle Peter, who was 
of course present at the conversation. 
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‘I don’t know/ said my mother, ‘it seems tliat ibis M Maletj 
is an intelligent man, but rather odd. Tlicy an; not our b'mddf 
This was a true Marcenat expression and a terrible! “I 

indictment. , I 

For several weeks I feared it would be very thflicnlt to» 
make them accept my marriage. Odile and her mother roj 
turned to l^aris a fortnight after I did. I w'cnt to sec theni./ 
The Malcts lived in the rue Tjafayette on the third iloor. A 
dot)!' disguised as a panel led to M Maict’s office and Odile j 
took me in to him. I was accustomed to the orderly method j 
my father exacted from his employees at Gandumas and at 
the rue de Valois ; when I saw these three badly lighted 
rooms, the green half-torn portfolios and the sixty-year old 
draughtsman, I understood that my aunt’s informant had 
been*^ right in describing M Malet as an architect without work. 

Odile’s father was talkative and superficial ; he received mo 
almost too cordially, spoke of Florence and then about Odile 
ill touchingly affectionate terms. He showed me drawing®! 
of villas he. ‘hoped’ to build in Biarritz. 

‘I should very much like to design a large modern hotel 
in the Basque style. I submitted a plan for Hendaye, but 
didn’t get the order.’ 

While he spoke I felt worried and apprehensive as to the 
impression he would make on my family. 

Mmc Mulct invited me to dinner the next evening. 
arrived at eight o’clock and found Odile alone with ]u!t| 
brothers, M Mulct was In his office reading and Mmc Mulct 
had not yet returned. The two boys, Jean and Marcel, were 
like Odile and yet from the first mimite I knew we .shoidd 
never become intimate. They wanted to be friendly, I'veti 
brotherly, hut several times during the evening ,I caught ilu.-mi 
excliariging glances and making faces which clearly meant: 
‘He is not amusing . . Mmc Malet came in at eight-ihiriy. 
without making excuses. Her husband appeared when he 
heard her, like a good boy, book in hand. A.s we sat <lown 
at table the maid announced a young American, a frieutl <)f 
the children’s. He was not expected hut was welcomed witli 
shouts t)f joy. 
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In the midst of this confusion OdUe retained the air of an in- 
^dulgcnt goddess : seated beside me, she smiled at her brodiers’' 
-Jokes and w])en she saw that I was shocked, calmed them down,. 
^ She appeared to me as perfect as in Florence, but I suffered 
. at seeing her in the midst of this family. I heard a muffled 
.Marcenat refrain under the triumphant march of my love, 
r My parents visited M and Mmc Malct and preserved an 
jj air of polite disapproval in spite of the enthusiastic reception 
I jj] rcecived. Fortunately my father being like me, very 
^ ^susceptible to feminine beauty, was captivated by Odile at 
j I once. On leaving he said to me : 

i i 1 don’t think you are wise . . , hut I understand,’ 

' My motlier said : "Site is certainly pretty ; rather peculiar 
; and says curious things ; she W'ill have to change herself.’ 

|y In Od lie’s eyes the most important meeting of all was; 
I ' between her best friend Misa and myself. I remember being 
I ' nervous about it ; I felt that Misa’s opinion counted a great 
deal for Odile; however I quite liked her. She was not a& 

; beautiful as Odile but liad grace and regular features. Coni- 
I ^ pared with Odile she looked rustic but their faces seen together 
I : formed a pleasing contrast. I soon got .into the habit of seeing 
^ them as a single picture and looking upon Misa as Odile’s 
: sister. But there was a natural refinement in Odile which 
I made her very different from Misa although they belonged 
by birth to the same social environment. 

At tl)c concerts we went to every Sunday during our 
I engagement I noticed how much more attentive Odile was 

1 ' to the music than Misa. Odile, her eyes closed, letting the 
music flow through her, seemed happy and forgetful of the 
world. Misa looked round curiously, rccoguised people, 
opened and read Iter programme and irritated me by her 
restlessness. She was a pleasant companion, always gay and 
con tea ted and I was grateful to her for having told Odile 
that she thought me charming. 

We spent our honeymoon in England and Scotland. I 
cannot remember a happier period than those two months of 
shared solitude. We often passed our days lying in flat shiny 
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boats furnished with light cretonne cushions, and stopped in;f 
flower-decked hotels beside rivers and lakes. Odilc opened 
my eyes to the country, fields of bluebells, beds of tulips,' d 
springy mown lawns and willow trees trailing their foliage | 
<)n the water like a woman letting Iter hair tlown. I learned’' 
to know a new Odilc, even more beautiful than the one in’ 
Florence. To watch her live was an cncluintmeut. Th,c‘; 
moment site entered an hotel room she rransfonned it into a ^ ] 
work of art. She had a naive and touching alTcction for the ; i 
mementos of her childhood which she always took about' 
with her; a little clock, a lace covered cushion and a volume ' | 
•of Shakespeare bound in grey suede, ‘When our marriage ' 
broke up and .she left me she still carried the lace cushion ■ 
under her arm and the Shakespeare in her hand. She skimmed ‘ 
the surface of life, more like a spirit than a woman. I wish I ; 
could have painted her walking along the banks of the ij 
Thames or the Cam, with a step so light that she seemed to | 
■be dancing. 

On our return Paris appeared absurd to us. My parents 
.and Odilc’s thought that our one desire would be to see them. I 
Aunt Cora wanted to arrange dinner parties in our honour. | 
•Odile’s friends complained of her two months* absence and -i 
begged me to restore her to them sometimes, but we only i 
wished to go on living by ourselves. | 

The first evening that we took possession of our home, the j 
•carpets were not yet laid and there was a smell of paint, 
Odilc in a fit of joyful mischief went to the front door and 
cut the bell wire. ‘I'hus she dismissed the world. 

We made a tour of our house and she asked me if slu' Cfuild 
have a little study for herself next to her room. ‘It will be 
my corner . . . You will come in only if I invite you. You 
know I sometimes have a wild longing for indejjcndeticc 
Dickie,’ (Site called me Dickie ever since she licv'trcl a girl in 
Faigland hail a young man by that name.) ‘You tloith know 
me yet, you will see I am terrible.’ 

She had brought some champagne, cakes and a bunch of 
asters. With a low table, two armchairs and a crystal vase 
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she improvised a charming scene for our gay, light-hearted' 
isuppcr. We were alone and we loved each other, 

V I do not regret those fleeting moments. Tlieir last har- 
wnonics, growing ever fainter, still linger in my ear. 


1 And yet it was as early as the day following that happr 
ievenmg that the first shock occurred, which marked the 
transparent crystal surface of my love with a faint blemish. 
Ut was a small episode but a foretaste of what was to follow, 
at an upholsterer’s ordering our furniture- Odile 
had chosen some curtains that I thought expensive. We 
argued a little, in a friendly way, then she gave in. The 
salesman, a good-looking young man, had taken my wife’s, 
part energetically and I was irritated. As we were goino- out 
I saw-in a mirror-a glance of understanding and regret 
exchanged between the two. I cannot describe what I felt., 
bince my engagement I had unconsciously acquired the absurd 
illusion that my wife’s mind would thereafter be linked with 
mine, and by a permanent transfusion our thoughts would be- 
the same. The idea that this woman living beside me should 
be independent was incredible and still more so was the 
possibility of her conspiring against me with a stranger. I 
could say nothing. I was not even certain that I had actually 
seen this fleeting glance, but from that moment the meaning 
of jealousy was revealed to me. 

I had hitherto regarded it as a theatrical and contemptible 
1 The tragic figure of jealousy was represented for 

7- Odicllo and the humorous one by Georges Dandin. 
Ihe likelihood of my ever playing one or perhaps both of 
,^dicse parts was out of the question. I had always left my 
Jnsrmsscs when I was tired of them. If they had been im- 
^ prhiiil I did not know it. 

replying to a friend who said he was suffering 
from jealousy: T do not understand you ... I could not love 
a woman who had ceased to care for me.’ 
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Why did I feel so uneasy when I saw Odilc with her ft:jcnds?j 
She was sweet; and good humoured but seemed to create anjj^ 
atmosphere of mystery around her. I bad not noticed this; 
while w'e were engaged or during our honeymoon. 'I'lien omt 
soliiudc and the complete mingling of our live.s lerc no rofim 
for mystery, ])Ut in Paris t sen.sed it at once, like a distantf 
indelinahle threat. Wc were united, tender, hut I must admit'' 
that froiti the second month of our life together 1 knew tluit'' 
the Odilc I had loved was not the real one. 1 loved the Odilc | 
vf now discovered a.s much, but in a different way, 

In Florence I believed I had found the Amazon; I had 
created a mythical and perfect Odilc. I was mistaken, Odilc 
w^as not the goddess I had invented ; she was a woman, 
divided and complex. No doubt she now saw me as a very 
different person to her bemused lover of Florence. 

On my return I had to occupy myself seriously with the 
factory at Gandumas and the Paris office. My father, absorbed 
by the Senate, had been overworked during my absence, 'i'he 
btii'inevss quarter was a long way from the house w'c had 
rented in the rue dc la Faisanderic. It was impossible for me I 
to return home for lunch. I passed one day a week at Gan- j 
diirnas and a.s the hurried journey was too tiring for Odilc we ] 
had to spend a great deal of our time apart. 

When I came home in the evening I felt happy at the 
thought of seeing my wife's lovely face again. I liked the 
surroundings she had created for herself. I \vas not arcus- ! 
tomed to live amongst beautiful things hut I now seemed to I 
have an innate need of them and Odilc’.s ttisre delighted mt*. ^ 
At my parents’ home at Gandumas, furniture had been arcu- | 
miilated without art for three or four generations, ft encamn 
hcred the rooms, some of which were liimg with bluisli-grcen 
tapestries, and crudely drawn peacocks wandered amongst rh ^ 
trees on stained glas.s. Odilc liad our walls painted in phv^^ 
soft colours; she liked almo.sr empty room.s with large < 
spaces covered with light carpets. When I entered her bo. . 

1 had such a striking impression of bcaiiiy that I felt vaguely 
uneasy. 
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J-cn .ri-,^ ‘ ™ "" ®"' ““PPer was a 

^cnctian vase with a narrow neck holding a single &vver and 
)c.casjonally some delicate foliage. 

the seasons througli the florist's windows 
fnd wlicn I brougln home from the office a white paper 
containing her favourite flowers, she would akiire 
hem rapturously Then she would spend an hour looking 
.01 exactly the right vase to show the most graceful curve of 
he stalk of an ms or a rose. 

But after that our evenings often became strangely sad 
I e those sunny days when heavy clouds descend and take 
le world by surprise. We had little to say to each other. I 
ad often mod to talk to Odilc of my business, but it did not 
ntciest her. She had now exhausted die novelty of hearing 
bout my youth ; I had no fresh ideas as I never had time tf 
ad. She was aware of this. 

^ f intimate friends into our lives, 
ndie I-Iallf displeased Odilc at once ; she thought him ironi- 
ahj^nost hostile and indeed he was so with her. I once said 

Tou don’t like Odilc 1’ 

1 think she is very beautiful,’ he said. 

‘Yes, but not very intelligent?’ 

itSgent^^'^^ • • • it is not necessary for a woman to he 

■Actually you are mistaken: Odile is very intcUigem, but 
he has not your kind of intelligence; she is ‘intuitive 
eahstic. > 

That’s quite possible,’ he said. 

Widi Bertrand it was different. He had attempted to form 
serious and confidential friendship with Odilc and had 
ound her resistant and on the defensive ... Bertrand and I 
«)uld wilhngly spend a whole evenmg together, smoking and 
ccojistructing the universe. Odile preferred to end the day 
Lt theatres, night-clubs, or travelling fairs. One evening she 
ladc me wander about for three hours amongst stalls, per- 
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farming horses and shooting galleries. Odilc, with her two 
brothers, gay and a little crazy, was cnjrjying herself'# 
thoroughly. To'W'ards midnight I said: 

'Now Odilc, haven’t you had enough? You must admit it 
is rather ridiculous. Surely you cauuot get much ph'asurc 
from throwing balls at bottles, whirling round iu dmumyi 
cars and winning a gilded glass boat after forty turns?' ■; 

Site replied with a phrase from a. philosopher, tliat I. hatl 
made her read : 

‘WJiat docs it matter if a pleasure be false so long as one! 

. believes it to be real . . and, taking her brother’s arm, shej 
ran off towards a shooting-gallery ; she shot w^eli and having 
knocked down ten eggs with ten shots came back in a good] 
humour. 

When we married I thought that Odilc, like me, hated' 
society. I was mistaken. She liked dinners and dances 
soon as she had discovered Aunt Cora’s smart and lively' 
grotip she wanted to go to the Avenue Marceau cveryj 
Tuesday. My one wish was to have Odilc to myself; I was 
only really at peace when I knew that her beauty was safely, 
enclosed in the narrow circle of our home. 1 felt tliis .so>| 
strongly that I w’'as happier when Odile, always delicate, and 
often overcome by fatigue, had to stay in bed for some daysj 
Then I .sat the whole evening in an armchair by ,ber bed ; we 
had long conversations together that she called 'palavers’ and 
I read to her. I soon learnt the type of hcw)ks that could hokl 
her attention for some hours. Her taste was not had hut a 
book had to he melancholy and passionate to please her. She 
liked ‘Domini<|Uc’, Turgem.w’s novels and some Kiigrish.i 
poetry. 

‘It is strange,’ I said to her, 'when one does mu kntjvv you 
well you appear frivolous yet at heart you only like sad' 
books,’ 

‘But I am very serious, Dickie; perhaps iluit is why 1 am| 
frivolous. I don’t want to show myself to cvcryimt^ as i| 
really am.’ 

‘Not even to me?’ 


'Yes — to you — ^Don’t you remember Florence?’ 

'Yes, in Florence I knew you well. But now, darlW, you 
arc very different.’ °* ^ 

'One need not always be the same.’ 

( 'You never say anything nice to me now.’ 

‘One doesn’t say nice things to order; be patient ; they will 
omc back . . .’ ■' 

‘Like in Florence?’ 

'But of course, Dickie, I have not changed.’ 

She held out her hand and I took it, then a 'palaver’ started 
^^ain about my relations, or hers, Misa or a dress she was 
oing to order, then about life. The evenings she was relaxed 
nd tender she resembled the Odile myth I had created 
miable and weak, she was in my power. I grateful to 
er for this languor. As soon as she was stronger again and 
ould go out she became once more the tnystcrious Odile 
She never told me, as many shallow and talkative women 
otdd have done, where she went and wliat she did in mv 
bsence. If I questioned her she answered in a few words 
-sually obscure. What she said never gave me a satisfactory 
dca of the sequence of events. I remember that later one of 
icr friends said to me, with that hardness women can show 
owards each other: ‘Odile is a mytho-maniac.’ 

It was untrue, but though I was indignant at the moment 
fterwards when thinking it over I could see quite well what 
ad given rise to this view of Odile. Her carelessness in the 
elling and indifference to accuracy ... 

When, surprised by ati unlikely detail, I queried it she 
ecamc completely dumb like child to whom an indiscreet 
raster puts too diilicuk a question. 

One day, when contrary to my habit. I had returned for 
uiich, Odile, at two o’clock, asked the maid for her hat and 
:tat. ' 

‘Whrit arc you doing this afternoon?’ I asked her 
‘I have an appointment with the dentist.’ 

, 'yeS; darling, but I beard you telephoning; your appoint- 
ment is not until three. What will you do till then>’ 
‘Nothing, I like to go there slowly.’ * '■ 
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'But, ittv child, that is li'bsurd, the dentist lives in the rue 
Mnhtkofi', You will ha there in ten ininincs and you have an 
Itijur. Where are you going?* 

.She .■usswei'cd: ‘You amuse me/ and went ottL 
ITuit ev(;ntrtg after dinner I could not resist asking Jter| 
‘VVelh whaL did you do between two and three?' 

She tried at first to make a joke of it, then, as I insisted sb 
gm up anti went to bed without saying goodnight. This 1 
never happened before. I went to ask her forgiveness. Sh 
kissed me. When I saw that she was appeased, I asked her |l;» 
‘‘Do be nice, tell me what did you do between two and three? 

She burst out laughing. But later during the night, hearin 
.a sound I went to her room and found she was quietly cryin 
Why was she crying? From shame or vexation? In answ" 
to my questions, she said : 

T love you. But take care: I am very proud ... I a 
capable of leaving you, though I love you, after a few scene 
like tliis . . . Perhaps I would be wrong, but you must tak 
■■ me as I am.’ ’ . ■ ■ ■ ' « 

'Darling, I will do my l^cst, you too must try to diangf 
yourself a little; you say you arc proud; can’t you .somctimel 
conquer your pride?’ [ 

She shook her head obstinately. - 

‘No, I cannot change myself. You always say that you love 
my naturalness. If I changed I .should stop being natural, Ii 
is for you to become different.’ 

‘My darling, I could never change myself to the point o 
understanding what I do not understand. My father brough 
me up to respect above all truth and accuracy. It is second ;, 
nature to me . , . No, I could, never say sincerely that I under 
stand what you did today between two and three.’ > # 

‘Oh! I’ve had enough/ she said impatiently. And turnin' 
on her side she pretended to sleep. 7=7 

The next day I expected to find her resentful, bur, on tin;; 
contrary, she welcomed me gaily as though everything hacd 


been forgotten. It was a Sunday. 


She asked me to go to 
concert: with. her. They were, playing ‘I/Euchantcment dii. 
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Vendrccli Saint’ which we both liked very much. On leaving 
die concert she wanted me to take her to tea. Nothing wa.? 
•more touching than Odile when she was gay, glad to be 
alive ; one felt so strongly she was made for joy, that it 
seemed criminal not to give it to her. Watching her on that 
■Sunday, so animated, so brilliant, I could hardly believe in 
>our quarrel of the night licfore. But the more I knew my 
wife the more I understood how easy it was for her to forget, 
like a child. Nothing was more opposed to my own nature 
and to my mind, which noted, accumulated and registered. 

Life for Odile that day consisted of a cup of tea, well 
’buttered toast and fresh cream. She smiled at me and I 
realised how far apart are people who only live in the present 
from those who live in the past. 

I still felt unhappy but I could not bear her a grudge for 
long ; I reproached myself, made resolutions, vowed I would 
not ask any more useless questions and would trust her. We 
walked home through the Tuilleric.s and the Champs-Elysees ; 
Odile breathed in the fresh autumn air with delight. It seemed 
to me that, as in Florence, the russet trees, the grey and golden 
light, the joyous movement of Paris, children’s boats with 
their sails bending over the big pond and the fountain playing 
in their midst, all sang in unison the theme of the Knight 
Errant. 

I repeated to myself a sentence from the Imitation. It had 
■always appealed to me and I formed the habit of applying 
it to my relationship with Odile : 'tlere am I before you, like 
your slave, I am ready for whatever may befall since I desire 
iiothing for myself, but only for you.’ 

When I succeeded thus in overcoming my pride and in 
humiliating myself, not before Odile, but more precisely 
before my love for Odile, I felt more at peace. 


VII 

The person Odile saw most of was Misa. They telephoned 
to each other every morning, sometimes talking for more 
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than an hour, and went out together in tjic afrernoons. I 
favoured this friendship as it occupied Odilc harmlessly while 
I was at the ofticc. I was even pleased to see Misa at our home 
on Sundays and vseveral times wlicn Odilc anrl I wert: ^^>iiig 
away for two or three days it was I who suggested taking; Iiets 
friend with us, | 

I want to explain the feelings that guided me so tliat youj 
will understand the strange part Misa played later in iny Jife.l 
First of all, if I still wished tx> be alone with Odilc as in thei 
first weeks of our marriage, it was more from a vtigue fearr 
of what new acquaintances might bring into onr lives titan 
for the positive pleasure it gave me, I 

I did not love her less but I knetv that exchange of thought|f 
between us would always be limited and that an attempt ati 
deep and serious conversations would be received by her with] 
diminishing goodwill. On the other hand it was true that I 
began to enjoy her rather crazy, frivolous, slightly sad but 
always pleasant chatter and those ‘palavers’ which were Odilc’s 
natural conversation. She was only really herself with Misa. 
When talking together they revealed a trivial aspect of their 
minds that amused and touched me because it showed what* 
Odiie must have been like as a child. I w^as delighted one 
evening when at an hotel in Dieppe they were arguing like 
children, Odiie ended by throwing a pillow at Misa’s head 
shouting: 

‘Horrid girl!’ 

I also had a disquieting feeling, that must often arise when 
a young woman is involved in a man’s daily life by dremn- 
stances other than love. As a result of our ji)urncys togetlier 
and Odile’s familiarity which encouraged mine, I became 
almost as intimate with Misa as with a mistress. One; day 
when wc were discussing women’s physical strength she chal- 
lenged me. Wc wrestled for a moment, I overthrow lier, tlicn 
got up feeling rather ashamed. 

‘What children you are!’ said Odilc. 

Mi.sa remained stretched on the floor for a long time, look- 
ing at me intently. 

She was, moreover, the only human being Odilc and I 
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welcomed with equal pleasure, Halff and Bertrand no longer 
came often, which I did not much regret, I had got to feel 
llTLe same about them as Odile did. Hearing her talk to them 
I felt as though 1 had a dual personality. Seeing her through 
their eyes I considered that she treated serious matters with 
unlx'-comiiig levity. Yet I preferred her foolish conversation 
to my friends’ theoretical discussions. Thus I was ashamed of 
my wife Ixfore them and proud of her privately. When they 
•svent aw'ay I said to myself that in spite of everything Odile 
tvas their superior by reason of her more direct contact with 
life and with nature. 

Odile did nor like my family and I didn't much like hers. 
My mother wanted to advise her about the choice of furni- 
ture, her way of life and the duties of a young wife. Advice 
.■was the last thing Odile could tolerate. When speaking of 
my parents she adopted a tone that shocked me very much. 
I too was bored at Gandumas and thought the Marcenats 
sacrificed all the pleasure of life to a conformity that showed 
no evidence of a sacred origin. At the same time I was proud 
<of the austerity of our family traditions. Life in Paris, where 
the Marcenats were nobodies, should have cured me of the 
mania of attributing so much importance to them, but just 
as certain small religious communities transported to savage 
continents sec millions of men worshipping other gods, with- 
out their own faith being disturbed, so we Marcenats, trans- 
ported to a pagan world retained the memory of our local 
eminence. , 

Lven my father, who admired Odile, could not help being 
irritated by licr. He was too kind and reserved to show it, 
but I who understood and had inherited his shyness knew how 
much Odilc’s manner must have oifended him. 

When my wife was in doubt or angry about anything she 
discussed it openly and violently, and then forgot it. This 
was not how we had been taught human beings should behave 
to each other. When Odile said to roe : ‘Your mother came 
here in ray absence and took it upon herself to make remarks 
to the servant ; I am going to ring her up and tell her that I 
won’t stand it . . / I begged her to wait. ‘Listen Odile, 


fundamentally you are right but don’t try to tell lier your- 
self, you will only upset her. Let me tell her, or better still,. ^ 

ask Aunt Cora to explain to my mother that you said . . 

Odile burst out laughing. 

'You don’t realise how funny your family is . . . but at tho 
same time it is tcrrible—yes, Ihckic, it is terrihle, Ijccausc I 
love you less when I sec what caricatures of youj-vSelf all these 
people arc ... I know you arc not like that by nature, ].)iit; 
you bear their imprint.’ 

The first summer Odile and I spent together at Gandiinias; 
was rather painful. At home wc lunched at twelve sharp and' v 
the idea of keeping ray father waiting had never occurred to 
me. But Odile would take a book into the field or go for a, 
walk by the stream and forget the time. My father was.', 
walking up and down in the lilrrary and I ran across the park! 
to look for my wife ; I came back breathless not having found' 
her and then saw her arrive, smiling, calm, and pleased to 
have been basking in the sun. When, at the beginning of the 
meal, we remained silent to show disapproval which from a 
group of Marccnats could -only be indirect and wordless, shq . 
looked at us with a defiant mocking smile. 

At the Malets, where we dined once a week, the situation 
was just the reverse ; it was I who felt myvself observed and 
criticised. Meals there were not solemn ceremonies; Odile’s; 
brothers got up to fetch some bread ; M Malet spoke of a * 
passage he had read, did not succeed in quoting it correctly 
and in his turn went out to refer to a book. Conver.sation 
was extremely free ; I disliked hearing M Malet speak of 
indecent subjects in front of his daughter. I knew Itow 
absurd it was to attach so much importance to such trifles. It 
was not a question of my passing judgement on thcn:i, bm I ' 
could not help feeling distressed. I was not happy at the 
Malets ; their atmosphere was not mine. I knew that I was 
being dull and boring and was ashamed of my silence hut 
could not throw it off. 

At the Malets, as at Gandiiroas, my uneasiness was only 
on the surface because I still had the great joy of watching- 
Odile live. When I was placed opposite her at dinner I couki 
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not help looking at her. A warm luminous glow seemed to 
shine through lier pale skin. At that time she nearly always 
wore white and at home surrounded herscli; with white 
llovvers which suited her admirably. She was a strange com- 
bination of candour and mystery. I felt I was living beside a 
child, yet sojnetimes when she was talking to another man, 
I detected in her glance a vague reflection of an emotion 
hithernt unsuspected by me, and I seemed to hear the distant 
murmur oL’ a wild and passionate people. 


vnr 

I have attempted to make you hear the opening passages of 
the themes (partly drowned by louder instruments) round 
which the unfinished symphony of my life has been con- 
structed. 

You have known the Knight Errant, the Cynic, and perhaps 
you remember the foolish story of the upholsterer that my 
scruples would not allow me to omit, and which first revealed 
to me the meaning of jealousy. You must be indulgent and 
try to understand. It is a painful effort to tell you the rest of 
the story. I wish to be completely open with you, all the 
more because I consider myself cured and intend to speak 
my madness as objectively as a doctor who, having had an 
attack of delirium, forces himself to describe it. Some ill- 
nesses begin slowly and develop gradually ; others break out 
violently with an acute attack of fever. Jealousy for me was 
a sudden, a terrible disease. 

Now that I am calm and attempt to discover the causes of 
my illness, it seems to me they were many and various. First 
there was my great love and a natural desire to keep for 
my. sell: even the smallest particles of that precious substance 
wiiich was the essence of Odilc ; her words, her smiles and 
her glances. But this desire was , not my only consideration, 
for when I had Odilc to myself, if we were alone at home 
for instance, or if I took her away for a few days, she com- 


plained that I was far more concerned with my books or 
my thoughts than I was with her. 

It was only when there w'as a possibility of oiliers sharing 
her with me that I longed to keep her exclusively to my self. 
The cause of this sentiment must have been pride, wliich, 
though masked by modesty and rcsser\-e was one of rltt; 
dominating features of my father’s family. 

I wished to control and possess Odile’s mind as I did the, 
waters and forests, the long machines through wliich giiilcd 
the paper pulp, the peasants’ houses and the workmen’s' 
cottages in the Lone valley. I always wanted to know whai 
was going on in her small head, under her curly hair, just 
as I knew every day from precise clearly written statements > 
on pale blue paper, arriving from Limousin, exactly whai 
w'as going on at the paper-mills. 

I realise by the pain revived in me when dwelling on this 
particular point that tlic root of the trouble lay in my acute 
intellectual curiosity. I would not admit to myself that I did 
not understand Odile. Actually I believe she was impossible 
to understand and that no man who loved her could have 
lived with her w'ithout suffering, I even believe that had she 
been different I might never ha^'e known the meaning of 
jealousy. A man is not born jealous, he brings with him 
only a receptive condition that makes him liable to contract 
the disease, but Odile by her very nature and w'ithout inten- 
tion constantly roused my suspicions. 

The events of each day formed for me and my family a 
perfectly compact and definite pattern, proviiied they were 
accurately reported and described, bur on passing liirough 
Odile’s mind they became a misty and confused landscape. 
I cannot say that she deliberately distorted the truth,. It was 
much more complex. For her, words and phrases liad little 
meaning or value ; she. possessed the beauty of a dreani-likc 
figure and passed her life in a dream, I have told Vvm that she 
lived almost entirely in the present monicnt. She invented a 
past and a future when she felt the need of them, then imme- 
diately forgot what she had invented. If she had wanted to 
deceive, she would have co-ordinated these things to give 
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them at least an appearance of truth, but she never bothered 
10 do tliia. She contradicted herself in the same sentence. 
Returning from a visit to the factory in Limousin, I asked 
her : 

‘What <lid you do on Sunday?’ 

‘Snntlay? I don’t remcmlier . . . Oh yes, I was very tired. 
1 stayed in bed all day.’ 

Mve minutes later, when we were talking of music, she 
suddenly exclaimed: ‘Oh! I forgot to tell you; la.st Sunday 
:1 licard at a Concert that Valse by Ravel you told me about. 
;I liked it so much . . 

, ‘But Odilc, do you realise what you are saying? It is mad 

. . surely you must know if you were at a concert or in bed 
>on Sunday . . . you can’t think I shall believe both things.’ 

‘I don’t ask you to believe them. When I am tired I say 
.anything-— I don’t listen myself to what I say.’ 

‘Now do try to remember accurately ; what did you do 
last Sunday? Ii)id you stay in bed or go to the concert?’ 

She remained confused for a moment, then said : 

‘I don’t know any more— you make me lose my head when 
you behave like an inquisitor.’ 

I emerged from these conversations feeling very unhappy, 
tmea.sy, agitated, and unable to vslecp. I spent hours trying to 
reconstruct from the lightest w'ord she had let fall how she 
had really spent her day. I then reviewed in my mind all 
those di.sturbing friends whom I knew' had filled Odilc’s life 
before our marriage. As far as Odile was concerned, it was 
as easy for her to forget such scenes as to forget anything 
■else, i'll the morning 1 left her sulky and withdrawn, in the 
evening T found her joyful. I came in prepared to say to 
her; 'Li.sten darling, its becoming impossible; we must think 
of separating. I don't wish it, hut if we arc to live together 
you must make an effort, you must be dilfercnt.’ 

I tvas Vt'clcomed by a girl in a new dress who kissed me 
•and said : 

‘Misa telephoned, she has three scats for the theatre and 
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we are going to see A DoIFs House — and I in niy loving; 
weakness accepted this unlikely and reassuring fiction. 

I was too proud to show that I was unhappy, hly parents 
above all must not know it. Oiily two people dnriiig tliat 
first year appeared to have guessed what was happening, 'i'he 
first was my eciusin Renee and this astonished me as wc- stav 
very little of her. She led an independent life which irritatc^d 
our family quite as much as my marriage had done. While 
staying with my Uncle l^ctcr at Vittel, where he took his 
yearly cure, she met a Paris doctor and his wife and bceamci 
attached to them. She had always been rebellious and had 
grown hostile to the Marcenat principles. Slie made longer- 
and longer visits to her new friends in Paris. Dr Prudhonime^ 
was rich and did not practise. Pie was engaged in cancers 
research and his wife helped him. Renee had inherited fromf 
her father, whom she resembled too closely to get on witb,, 
the taste for a task well done. She was soon adopted by the 
world of learned men and doctors into which her friends had 
introduced her. At twenty-one she demanded her dowry 
from her father and his permission to live in Paris. This 
caused a breach with her family for some months, hut the 
Marcenats held too strongly to the fiction of indestructible 
love between parents and children to sustain the pretence of 
indifference for long. 

When my Uncle Peter was convinced that his daughter’s 
decision was final he gave way. Prom time to time he had 
bouts of anger, but they grew' less frequent and Ite then 
implored her to get married. She refused and threatened 
never to set foot in Chardcuil again. In des|)eraiion my 
uncle and aunt promised to speak no more of marriage. 

Renee came to our engagement party and sent Odilc a 
lovely basket of white lilies. I remember this had vSiirjiriscd 
me ; her parents had already given us a handsome present, 
why the flowers? A few months later wc dined wnth her at 
m,y Unde Peter’s and invited her to cotuc to us. She; was 
very nice to Odilc and interested me by uccoimts of her 
travels. Since I had given up seeing most of my old friends 


42 


I hardly ever heard such sensible and well-informed conver- 
sation. When slic was leaving I took her to the door: 

‘How'' pretty your wife is!’ she said in sincere admiration. 

I'hcii she looked at me, sadly and added: ‘You arc happy?’' 
in a tone that suggested she did nor believe I was. 

Tlu; seeoiul one who lifted the veil for a moment was Misa. 
After a few months her attitude had become rather strange,. 
It seemed to me that she was trying to be my friend rather 
than Odile’s. One evening Odile was ill in bed. She had had 
itwo snuccessive accidents and it was becoming unfortunately 
I Icvident that she could not have children. Misa came to see 
iher and sat down beside me on the sofa at the foot of the bed. 
We were very near to each otlicr, almost hidden from Odile’s 
eyes by the high w'ooden end of the bed ; she could only see 
our heads. All. at once Misa came still nearer, and pressing 
herself against me took my hand. I was so surprised that I 
still don’t understand how' it happened. Odile could see 
nothing from my face. I moved away w'ith regret and that 
evening, taking Misa home, I kissed her lightly with a quick 
^ involuntary movement. She did not resist. I said : 

‘This is not right — poor Odile. . . ’ 

‘Oh--- Odile!’ she said, shrugging her shoulders. 

That displeased me and afterwards I was very cold to Misa ; 
but all the same, it worried me as I wondered if her ‘Oh 
Odile!’ meant’*^)dile is not worth considering.’ 


IX 

Two months later Misa was engaged. Odile said she could 
not understand her choice, and thought her fiance Julien 
Godet very mediocre. He was a young engineer who had 
just left the Central School and, as M Malct said, ‘had no 
position’. Misa seemed to be trying to love him, though she 
had not succeeded, but he was very much in love with her. 
My father had wanted for some time to find a manager for 
an auxiliary paper factory at Guichardic, near Gandumas ; 
W'hcn he heard of Misa’s marriage he thought of offering the 
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post to her husband. I was not pleased at this project as I had 
lost confidence in Misa, but Odilc liked being- of .service, and 
■giting pleasure and immediately told them of the oiler. 

'Take care, Odilc, if you send Misa to live in lamonsiu you 
will miss her in Paris.’ 

'Yes, but I am. doing it for her sake, not mine ; and anyway 
I shall see her during those horrible visits to CanduuKus, 
which will mean a lot to me and if she wants to come loi 
Paris she can always stay with her parents or with us . . . t!>e 
boy must do something and if we don’t give him a job Ijc 
will take her away to Grenoble or Castelnaudary.’ | 

Misa and her husband accepted at once. Odile went to 
■'Gandumas in the middle of the winter to find them a hoiise; 
and asked the people in the district to visit them. One of 
'Odile’s qualities which I have not yet mentioned was heij 
readiness to devote herself generously to her friends. ] 

Misa’s departure was a misfortune for our marriage as it 
had the immediate effect of throwing Odile back into a set 
that I disliked very much. Before our marriage she often 
■went out alone with young men : they took her to the theatre ; 
she also travelled with her brothers and their friends. She told 
me quite honestly about this when we were engaged and said 
she could not give it up. At that time I desired her more 
than anything in the world and had replied in good faith 
that I would never interfere with her fricndshi])s. 

I had no idea when I made that promise what I should 
•suffer at seeing another man greeted by Odile witli the same 
welcoming look and smile I had loved so jnuch.. Yon may 
be surprised to hear of my distress at the second-rate quality 
of most of her friends. This should have rcas.surcd me ; on 
the contrary I was mortified. When one loves one's wife as 
I did mine, everything associated with her is imbued with, 
imaginary qualities and virtues and, just as the town in which 
we met seemed more beautiful than it really was, the restaur- 
ant where we dined together superior to all others, so 
even the detested rival may participate in the glamour wc 
cast round our beloved. Of all the humiliations that a woman 
can inflict on us, the inferiority of our rival is die worst. 
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I should have been jealous but not surprised if I had found’ 
Odilc surrounded by the most distinguished men of our titne ; 
I fotutd .her in die company of young men who, to judge' 
iinparua,lly, were commonplace and certainly not good 
enougli, to associate with her. Moreover she had not even 
chosen them, 

'(Jdile, why do you always try to attract men ?’ I asked her. 
1 understand tliat an ugly woman wants to test her powers — 
!.)ut yon . . . you Jiavc such an easy victory ; it is cruel, darling, 
and disloyal. And your choice is so strange . . . For instance 
you are always seeing that Jean Bernier . . . what interest can 
lie possibly have for you? tie’s ugly and vulgar.’ 

'He amuses me.’ 

‘How can he amuse you ? You are refined and have good 
taste. His jokes are the kind I have not heard since I was in 
the Army and the sort I would not dare to utter in your 
presence . . .’ 

‘No doubt you arc right ; he is ugly, perhaps he is vulgar,, 
although I don’t think so, but I like seeing him.’ 

‘But surely you arc not in love w'ith him?’ 

‘Good gracious no! You arc mad! I would not like him 
even to touch me, lie gives me the impression of a slug . . 

‘Darling, you may not care about him, but I can see he is 
in love with you ; you make two men unhappy, liim and 
me,'. 

‘You think everyone is in love with me. I am not as pretty 
as all that . . 

She said this with such a charming smile that I relented 
and kissed her. 

‘Well then, darling, you will see less of him ?’ 

She assumed her obstinate expression, 

‘I never saiil that.’ 

‘Y<ni did not say so. But that is what I am asking you to 
do. What c:an it matter to you ? It would please me and you 
say yourself that you arc indifferent towarcks him . . .’ 

Sht^ seemed aba.shed, uncertain of herself, then said with an 
embanaisscd smile: ‘I don’t know, Dicke, I can’t very well 
help it , . . besides it amuses me.’ 
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In saying these words Odile looked so childisli and sincere. 
I then explained with my useless and terrible logit: that it 
was easy to ‘help it’. 

‘What destroys you,’ I said, ‘is that you accept yoursell' just 
as you arc, as if our characters were ready-made, out; can 
form one’s character, one can remake it . , 

‘Then remake yours.’ 

‘I am quite ready to try— but you must help me by trying 
too,’ 

‘No, I have often told you that I can’t. And I don’t want 
to try,’ she replied. 

When I think of that far-olf time I wonder if it was a deep 
instinct that inspired her attitude. If she had changed as I 
wanted her to, should I have continued to love her as much? 
Could I have, endured the constant presence of that frivoloius 
little creature if the tension of such scenes had not made 
boredom for either of us impossible? It was not true that she 
had never tried to change herself. (Mile was nor unkind. 
When she saw that I was unhappy she meant to do her bc.st 
to comfort me, but her vanity and weakness were stronger 
than her good intentions and she remained the .same. 

I had learned to recognise what I called her ‘look of 
triumph’ ; a heightened gaiety, her eyes were more brilliant, 
her beauty enhanced, and her usual languor had disappeared. 
When a man appealed to her I knew it before .she did ... At 
these times I thought of her words in Florence: 

In truth, fair Montague, I am too :fond, 

And therefore thou mayst think my ’haviour light . . . 

What saddens me most when I recall this unhappy period, 
.as I often do, is the thought that in spite, of her coquetry Odile 
was faithful to me and that perhaps, with a little more tact, 
I might have kept her love. 

But it was not easy to know how to deal with her ; she 
was bored by tenderness which produced in her irritable and 
hostile reactions ; threats would have been useless, (3ne of her 
most consistent traits was love of danger. Notlhng pleased 
her more than being taken in a yacht in squally weather, 
driving a racing car over, a difficult cotirse, or riding over very 
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liigli jumps. Slic went about with a crowd of reckless young 
men. N(3t one of them appeared more favoured than another 
and each time I happened to overhear their conversations it 
seemed to me that they w^ere on terras of sporting comrade- 
ship. Bcsitles, I have now come across letters written to Odilc 
from these boys showing that she accepted a tone of amorous 
chair which implied nothing more. One of them wrote to 
her: ■ ■ , 

, ‘Strange Odile, so crazy and yet so chaste ; too chaste to 
please me.’ ■ : : 

And another, a sentimental and religious young English- 
inan, wrote : 

; ‘As it is certain, dear Odile, that you will never be mine in 
a,liis world, I hope to be near you in the next,’ 

I am telling you things that I only knew much later, but 
^it the time I could not believe in the innocence of this free 
n|ianncr of life. 

I To be fair I must add that at the beginning of our marriage 
Odile tried to include me in both her old and new friendships ; 
siic would willingly have shared all her friends with me. We 
n|iet the Englishman during our first summer holiday in 
3|liarritz ; he amused Odile by giving her banjo lessons and 
sjtinging negro songs. When he left he insisted on giving her 
Ijhe banjo, which annoyed me very much. A fortnight later 
^he said: 

I *I have a letter from that little Douglas, in English, will 
you read it to me and help me to answer it ?’ 

' I do nt)t know what possessed me: I told her with ill- 
concealed anger that I hoped she would not answer it, that 
Douglas was an idiot and bored me . . . This was untrue ; 
I3ouglas was charming, and had good manners. I should have 
liked liim before my marriage. But I was getting into the 
haliit of wondering wiiat my, wife was hiding whenever she 
spoke. Each time I found some obscurity in her remarks I 
concocted an ingenious theory to explain to myself why she 
was so mysterious. I felt a painful pleasure, almost a volup- 
tuous suffering in believing that she was lying. My memory 
is usually poor hut when it concerned Odi lc’s ^sJ te&tfe s dt .hpea m e 
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astoundingly good. I remembered her lightest phrases,, 
weighed them and compared them one wdth another: I once 
said to her: 

‘What ? You have been to the tailor again ? That inahes 
the fourth fitting you have had for your suit. You went I'lst 
Tuesday, Thur.sday and Saturday.’ 

She looked at me, smiled and without demur rcjilied: 

‘You have a diabolical memory . . 

1 war. ashamed of being fooled, and at ilu; same time proiHii 
of seeing through her ruse, hlowevcv my discoveries tveri:' 
useless ; I did not do anything and did not wisli to, Odiie’l; 
mysterious calm manner gave me no opportunity to make 
scene. I was both unhappy and passionately interested. I dull 
not dare to take steps such as forbidding Odile to sec ccrtair|L 
of her friends, because I had discovered what ridiculous errori? 
my desperate suspicions had caused me to make. For instance 
I remember that during several weeks she complained 
headaches and tiredness and said she wanted to go to th ^ 
country for a few days. I could not leave Paris at tin |t 
moment and for a long time would not let her go ; I did nc; |t 
realise my selfishness in refusing to believe she was ill. A It 
last it occurred to me that it would be more ing;enious to l<Mt 
her go to Chantilly as she wished and surprise her there th e 
next evening. If I found someone witli her, as I fully expec - 
ted, I should at least know something definite and could Icav ? 
her, which I imagined I wished to do — ^Imt it was not true. 

The day after she left I hired a car, anticipating a scene, 
that I did not want my chaulFeur to witness. I left fop 
Chantilly after dinner. About halfway there I told the 
chauffeur to turn back to Paris, then, after going three kilt)- 
metres, feeling madly impatient, I made him turn again 
towards Chantilly. At the hotel I asked the number <(f 
Odile’s room. They did not want to give it to me. The 
reason seemed obvious. 1 showed my ])apers and proved I 
was her husband ; at last a page boy took me up. I found 
her alone, surrounded by books and innuinerable letters she 
had written. But had she not had. time to organise this 
setting ? 
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‘What lengths you go tol’ she said, pityingly. ‘What did 
f you expect ? What are you afraid of ? Did you think I might 
be witli a man ? What should I want to do with a man ? You 
don’t understand that I like being alone, just to be alone and, 
if you wish me to be quite frank, I want more than anything 
else not to sec you for a few days. You tire me with your 
fears and suspicions. I have to watch my words and be 
careful not to contradict myself, like a prisoner in the witness 
liox ... I have spent a delightful day here, I have read, 
dreamed, slept, and been fox a walk in the forest. Tomorrow 
^ I shall go to the chateau and look at some miniatures ... It is 
' all so simple if you only knew.’ 

i But I was already thinking that after tliis success she would 
b ^ able to send for her lover next time without fear. 

I Oh that lover of Odile’s, how I tried to discover what sort 
off a man he was. I sought him in all that was inexplicable in 
n|iy wife’s mind and words. I had become incredibly shrewd 
iA my analysis of her remarks: when she expressed ideas 
Ki^thcr more subtle than usual, I suspected she had the un- 
k&own lover in mind. 

SA strange relationship developed between us. I admitted 
a® my thoughts concerning her, even the harshest.. She 
Hwtened with patient indulgence, slightly irritated but flattered 
t® be the object of so much curiosity and interest, 
p She continued to be ailing and went to bed very early. I 
sifbcnt nearly every evening at her bedside — strange and rather 
peaceful evenings. I explained the defects in her character 
’ffffhile she listened, smiling, then held out her hand and, taking 
said ; • , ^ ■ 

I ‘Poor Dickie, how you torment yourself for a poor unhappy 
Hlttlc girl who is naughty, stupid, vain and coquettish . . . 
f(|3r I am all that, am I not?’ 

‘You are not stupid ; you arc not very intelligent , . . but 
yon have surprising intuition and very good taste.’ 

‘Ah — so I have good taste . . , then I still have something. 
Listen, Dickie, I am going to read you some English verses 
I have discovered and adore,’ 

, She had a naturally refined taste and it was' seldom that 
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slie liked anydiing second-rate, but even in her choice of 
verses I noticed with, uneasy astonishment the feeling for ■«’ 
love, a deep knowledge of passion and sometimes the desire 
for death. I remember above all a verse of Swinburne’s 
she often recited: 

From too much love o£ living, 

From hope and fear set free, 

We thank with brief thanksgiving. 

Whatever Gods may be, 

That no life lives for ever, 

That dead men rise up never, 

That even the weariest river 
Winds somewhere safe to sea. 

The weariest river . . / she repeated again and again, 

1 like that ... it is me, Dickie, the weariest river . . , 

I am going quietly towards the sea.' 

‘What nonsense— you are life itself.’ 

‘Oh I look like that,’ she said and then with a humorofus 
sad grimace, ‘but I am a very weary river.’ 1 

Before I left her that evening, I said: 'After all, Odile, wigh 
all your faults I really love you,’ 

‘And I too, Dickie,’ she replied. 


X 

For a long time my father had been asking me to go V ’ ,"o 
Sweden on business for the paper-works as he was no longq? T 
well enough to travel himself. 

I refused to go unless Odile accompanied me and she wa i 
not at all enthusiastic. This seemed to me suspicious. Sll 
liked travelling. I suggested that if she did not want to cross 
Germany and Denmark by train wc could go by boat from 
Havre or lioulogne, which she would enjoy. 

‘No,’ she said, ‘go by yourself ; Sweden doesn’t attract me, 
it’s too cold.’ 

‘But that isn’t true Odile, it is a delightful country . . , 
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sceneiy that would appeal to you, solitude, big lakes sur- 
rounded by fir trees, old castles . . ’ 

'You think so? No. I don’t want to leave Paris at present 

. . But as your father wishes you to go do so by all means — 
it will be good for you to see other women besides me. 
.'Swedish women are enchanting, tall, pale blondes— just your 
type ... Be unfaithful to me . . 

In the end it was impossible to avoid the trip, I confessed 
to Odilc that I dreaded the thought of leaving her alone in 
:P':.,riS, 

I 'How funny you are," she said, ‘I shan’t go out I promise 
y9u ; I have lots of books to read and I shall have all my 
meals with mother.’ 

I left feeling anxious and the first three days I was wretched. 
D aring the long journey from Paris to Hamburg I pictured 
0( lile in her boudoir receiving a man whose face I could not 
■set playing all the music she loved on the piano. I imagined 
lu. r smiling and animated, her face beautified by the happy 
cx pression that had formerly been reserved for me and which 
I I had wanted to grasp, imprison and keep for myself alone, 
^hich of her favourite friends had induced her to stay in 
Piris? Was it that idiot Bernier? Or that American friend 
yif her brothers’ — Lansdale? 

"I^At Malmo the newly varnished train and the novelty of 
ri|>; colours at last distracted me from my ceaseless brooding. 
|. At Stockholm I received a letter from Odile. Her letters 
w«rc strange ; she wrote like a little girl : 

II am very quiet. I’m doing; nothing. It is raining, I am reading, 
i «have re-read War and Peace. I had lunch with mother. Your 
miiother came here, 

AsQnd so on, in short sentences that evoked nothing but for 
somne reason, perhaps because of their emptiness and naive 
sirl^iplicity, had a reassuring effect on me. 

hThe following days only added to this feeling of relaxation, 
h wavds curious ; I loved Odile more than when I was in Paris. 
I imJtl^gined her serious, rather languid, lying down and read- 
ing na\,ear a vase in which, no doubt, was a beautiful carnation 
or a rniose, I was very lucid in spite of my madness and said to 
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myself: TIow is it that I am not suffering? I ougln to be 
unhappy. I know nothing about her. She is free and writes 
what she pleases.’ 

I realised that absence, though it favour.s the crystailisatioa 
of love, puts jealousy to sleep for a while by removing from 
the mind the small facts and observations on which its terrible 
and dangerous edifice is habitually built, thus forcing calnj- 
iicss and repose upon it. I 

Business obliged me to travel in the Swedish countryside' ; 

I stayed with the owners of large forests ; I was olTered t e 
liqueurs of the country, wfith caviare and smoked saline t. 
The women had a cold brilliance ; I succeeded in passi) ig 
whole days without thinking of Odile and her doings. 

I especially remember one evening after dining in tl *ic 
country near Stockholm, my hostess suggested a walk in 
park. We were wrapped up in furs. The air was freezin| jg. 
Tall fair menservants opened a wrought-iron gate and 
found ourselves by the borders of a frozen lake that shoi 
faintly in the midnight sun. The woman who accompani| 
me was charming and gay ,* a few minutes earlier she hi 
played some preludes with a delicate grace that brought teal 
to my eyes. For a moment I experienced a feeling of extrfi 
ordinary happiness. 'How beautiful the world is,’ I thougbf 
'and how easy it is to be happy.’ 

My return to Paris revived my fears. Odilc’s description f 
her long days of solitude was so bare that I had to conjure i , ^ 
the most painful images to fill in the blank spaces. 

'What have you been doing all this lime?’ 

‘Well, nothing. I rested, dreamed, and read—’ ^ 

‘What did you read?’ 

‘I wrote to you — War and Peace/ c 

‘But you did not spend a fortnight in rc-rcading a novel 1 Voss . 

‘No, I did various things; I arranged my drawers, tidlyom 
my books, answered old letters, went to dressmakers.’ "" ' 

‘But who did you see?’ 

‘Nobody. I told you in ray letters ; your mother and r 
my brothers, Misa . . . and I played the piano a lot.’ 
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She grew a little more lively as, she talked of Spanish music, 
tof Albeniz and Granados whom she had just discovered. 

‘And then, Dickie, I must take you to hear The Sorcerer’s 
Apprentice. It is so clever.’ 

‘Is it based on the story of Goethe’s ballad?’ 

‘Yes,’ said. Odilc animatedly. 

I looked at her. How did she know that ballad? I was 
isiire she had never read Goethe. With whom had she been 
.to the concert? She read the uneasy expression in my face. 

‘It was in the programme,’ she said. 


XI 


The Tuesday after my return from Sweden we dined with 
Aunt Cora. She invited us twdee a month and w’^as the only 
member of my family with whom Odile had any sympathy. 

Aunt Cora regarded Odile as a charming ornament to a 
p?irty and was very kind to her but reproached me for having 
g^own silent since my marriage. ‘You are dull,’ she said, 'and 
tajke too much notice of your wife ; married couples are only 
pcbssible at a dinner when they have reached the stage of 
Itadhference. Odile is delightful but you will be no use for 
.'Tiext two or three years; however, tonight as you have 
!st returned from Sweden I hope you will l3e brilliant,’ 
Actually the success of the evening was not mine but 
Francois dc Crozant’s, a lieutenant in the Navy who had been 
stationed in the Far East. He was a friend of Andre Half! 
who talked of him with an odd mixture of fear, esteem and 
irony. He had been introduced to Aunt Cora by Admiral 
Gamier, the Naval Chief of Staff. That evening Crozant 
described the scenery of Japan and spoke of Conrad and 
Gauguin with a vivacious, poetic feeling which I could not 
help admiring, though I did not like him. As I listened I 
gradually remembered details Andre had told me about him 
in the past. He had been to the East several times and had a 
.small house near Toulon, full of objects he had brought bade 
from his travels. He composed music and had written a 
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strange opera on an episode from Chinese history, and was 
well-known in sporting circles for having beaten several motor- 
racing records. He was one of the first naval oflicers to fly 
a hydroplane. 

A man in love is extremely sensitive to the impression made- 
on his beloved by others. Without being able to see Odilc,, 
w^ho was at the other end of the table on the same side as I 
was, I knew exactly how she was looking and with what 
intense interest she must be listening to If’ranCj.'ois’ stories. My 
feelings resembled those of a father who has unwittingly ex- 
posed his cherished only daughter to a terrible epidemic aiul 
is hoping despairingly to save her from contamination by 
deadly germs. If only I could prevent Odile being in the 
same group as Francois after dinner, I might get her away at 
midnight free of infection. I had this good fortune though 
not by any action on my part, as Francois was taken immedi- 
ately after dinner by Hdlene de Thianges into the Chinese 
sitting room, reserved by Aunt Cora for couples w|ic> 
sought privacy. During this time I had a conversation aboijut 
him with a pretty woman, Yvonne Prevost, whose husbaj|i<I 
was a captain in the Navy, assistant to tlie Admiral at tlie 
Ministry. 1 

'Crozant interests you?"' she said ... ‘I knew him well whan 
I was a girl at Toulon where my father was Commander-im- 
Chief. Men thought Crozant superficial, some even callc|cl 
him disloyal, but women ran after him ... I was too young 
to know but I heard what was said.’ 

Tell me more about him.’ 

1 don’t remember very well ; I think he was vain ; lie 
seemed to fall passionately in love with a woman, overwhelm 
her with letters and flowers, then suddenly throw her over 
and begin to pay attention to someone else, without any 
explanation. Fie had a great deal of self-discipline, went to- 
bed every night at ten o’clock when he wanted to keep fit, 
and even the prettiest women imaginable would be turned 
out when the hour struck , . . In love he was hard and cruel 
and assumed that it was a game of no more importance 
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to others than to himselh You can imagine how he made 
women suffer.’ 

Yes~I understand. But why did they love him?’ 

‘Oh well — you know how it is ... I had a friend wlio 
adored him ; she said: “It was terrible, for a long time I could 
not get over it. He was so complex ; irresistible and exacting, 
sometimes dry and brutal and at other's tender and almost 
humble . . . It took me several months to discover that he 
could bring me nothing but misery.’” 

‘Did she escape from him?’ 

‘Yes — indeed she did — now she talks of him with in- 
difference.’ 

‘Do you think he is trying to cast his spell on Helene de 
Thianges?’ 

‘I’m sure he is but in this case he has an opponent who can 
stand up to him. A young woman like her with a good social 
position must be careful. Francois ruins women’s reputations 
as he cannot help talking about his love affairs to everyone. 
At Toulon, when he had made a new conquest the whole 
town knew about it the next day.’ 

‘What an odious man he must be I’ 

‘Oh no,’ she said," ‘he has a lot of charm . . . only he is 
like that,’ - 

We are nearly always the initial cause of our own undoing. 
I had been wise when I had decided not to speak of I-i’rangois 
to Odilc. Why did I tell her of my conversation with Yvonne 
Provost on the way home? I think I was unable to resist the 
pleasure of interesting Odile and watching her listen to me 
with lively attention. Perhaps too I had the illusion that such 
severe criticism of Franc^ois might put her off him for ever, 

‘And you say he is a composer?’ asked Odile when I had 
finished. 

I had foolishly evoked the devil and it was now too late 
to rid myself of him. The rest of the evening I told her all 
I knew about Francois and his strange way of life. 

‘He must be interesting. Wouldn't you like to invite him 
sometime?’ she said, with apparent indifference, 
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‘Certainly, if we meet him again, but lie is returning to 
Toulon. Did you like him?’ 

‘No, I don’t like the way he has of looking at women as 
though he can see through them/ 

A fortnight later we met him again at Aunt Cora’s ; I 
asked him if he had left the Navy. 

‘No/ he said in his brusque and almost insolent manner, 
T am doing a six months’ course in the hydrographic service/ 

This time he had a long conversation with Odile ; I can 
still see them seated on the same tapestry sofa, leaning to- 
wards each other and talking with animation. 

During our return Odile was rather silent. 

‘Well/ I said, ‘what do you think of my sailor?’ 

‘He is interesting,’ she answered, and did not speak again 
until we got home. 

xn 

On several Tuesdays in succession Francois and Odile to(|)k 
refuge in Aunt Cora’s Chinese boudoir immediately aftW 
dinner. I suffered acutely, but was determined not to sho'w 
it. I could not resist talking about Francois to other women 
in the hope of being able to tell Odile that they thought 
nothing of him, but they nearly all admired him. Even 
Helene cle Thianges who was considered sensible and whom 
Odile called Minerva on account of her wisdom, said: 

‘I assure you he is very fascinating.’ 

‘In what way? I try to be interested in what he says but he 
always repeats the same thing, China, the a)nqiiering races, 
“intense” life, Gauguin and so on. When I first hc^ard him 
talk I thought him remarkable, hut later I realised it was a 
turn, and that hearing it once was quite enougli.’ 

‘Perhaps. You are partly right. But he tells such marvel- 
lous stories! Women are grown-up children, Marcenat ; they 
have kept their sense of wonderment and the framework of 
their actual life is so limited, they always long to escape. You 
don’t know how boring it is to be concerned every day with 
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a house, cooking, guests and children! Married men and 
Parisian bachelors are all part of the domestic social machine 
and bring nothing new or fresh, whereas a sailor like Crozant 
.appears like a being from another world/ 

'But don’t you think his false romanticism unbearable? I 
detest his adventures , . . they are obviously invented.’ 

‘Which ones?’ 

‘Oh, you know: There is one about the English girl in 
Honolulu throwing herself into the water after he left ; then 
die Russian woman who sent him her photograph framed in 
;a strand of her hair, I think they arc in very bad taste,’ 

‘I don’t know those stories . . . Who told them to you? 
Odile?’ 

‘No, everyone — ^why should it be Odile? Tell me honestly 
—don’t you think them objectionable?’ 

‘Maybe . . . All the same his eyes are unforgettable. Besides 
what you say is not quite true. You see him as a legendary 
•figure, just talk to him and you will find he is very simple,’ 

When we met Admiral Gamier at Aunt Cora’s one evening 
I contrived to talk to him alone and questioned him about 
Crozant . 

‘Pic is a real sailor,’ he said, ‘one of our future great com- 
manders.’ 

I resolved to fight against my repulsion for Crozant, to see 
more of him and try to judge him impartially. When I first 
knew him with Ilalff he had shown rather a contempt for 
me and gave me the same unpleasant impression the first 
•evening we renewed our accpiaintancc. But for several days 
now he seemed to be trying to overcome the boredom in- 
spired by my ill-manncrcd, hostile silences. I concluded that 
he was intere, steel in me on account of Odile and this did not 
make me like him any better, 

I asked him to dine with us and wanted to think well of 
him l)Ut could not. ITc was intelligent, though fundamentally 
timid, and tried to di.sguise his timidity by asserting himself 
in an aggressive way that irritated me. He appeared to me 
much less remarkable than my old friends Andre and Bertrand 
and I could not understand why Odile, wlm^^^;.,4ismissed 
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them so contemptuously, took such an interest in everything 
he had to say. From the moment he arrived she was trans- 
formed and became even prettier than usual. One flay 
Francois and I had a discussion about love in her presence. 
I had said that tlie only thing that makes love a really 
beautiful sentiment is fidelity — ^fidelity at all cost.s until death. 
Odile glanced at Francois in a peculiar way, I thought. 

‘I don’t see the great importance of fidelity/ he said, with 
his incisive diction which gave a metallic sound and art 
abstract meaning to his utterance, ‘what matters is to live in 
the present, to extract from every moment the most inteitlse 
emotion it can yield. This can be obtained only in tlirhc 
ways, by powder, danger or desire. Why keep up the fiction 
of a desire that no longer exists by being faithful to it?’ i 
‘Because there is only real intensity in that which is endur- 
ing and difficult. Don’t you remember the passage lin 
Rousseau’s Confessions when he says that to touch the drdss 
of a chaste woman gives more delight than to possess, a 
woman of easy virtue?’ | 

‘Rousseau was a sick man,’ said Francois. • 

‘I hate Rousseau,’ said Odile. | 

Finding they w’ere united against me I began to dcfeiVd 
Rousseau, whom I disliked, with a clumsy vehemence ar\d 
we all three understood that henceforth any diacussidn 
between us could become personal and hostile. 

Several times when talking of his profession Fran9ois inter- 
ested me so keenly that I forgot ray animosity for a few 
minutes. As he walked across the drawing-room after dinner, 
with his sailor’s rolling gait, he said: 

‘Do you know, Marcenat, how I spent yesterday evening? 
Studying Nelson’s battles in Admiral Malian’s old hook.’ 

In spite of myself I experienced the same shock of pleasure 
that I had felt formerly on the arrival of Andre. Hal If or 
Bertrand. 

‘Really?’ I replied. ‘But is that because you like it or 
because you think it may be useful to you? Naval methods 
must have changed so much. All those stories f)f boaixllng 
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ships, of favourable winds and positions to be taken up for 
filing a liroadsidc — surely have no value nowadays?’ 

‘Don’t be] i eve it,’ said Francois, ‘the qualities which, gain 
victf>ry on land, fir at sea, are the same today as in the time 
of n.anni]:ial or Caesar, Take Aboukir for instance . . . What 
was tlic secr(!t of the English success? . . . First of all the 
tenacity of Nelson who, having searched in vain for the 
Freucii licet all over the Mediterranean, did not give up 
the pursuit, tltcn the promptitude of his decision when he 
eventually discovered the enemy at anchor, and the wind 
favouralilc. Do you think these fundamental qualities of 
tenacity and courage cease to be valuable because a. Dread- 
nought has replaced the Victory'^ Not at all, and in any case 
the essential principles of strategy are unalterable. Wait a 
moment — ^look — ’ 

He took a pencil and paper from his pocket. 

‘Here arc the two fleets . . . this arrow is the direction of 
the wind . . . these shadings the deep water . . / 

I leaned over him. Odilc was seated at the same table, her 
chin resting on her hand.s ; she was admiring him and from 
time to lime watched me from under her long cyelavshes. 
Would she listen like that to me, I asked myself, if I were 
desciibhig a battle? 

During Francois’ visits Odilc often related anecdotes and 
cxprosscfl quite brilliantly ideas tliat she had learnt from me 
when we were engaged. She had never referred to them and 
I thought they had been forgotten, hut now my mrxlest 
knowledge was paraded to impress another man with the 
raasculitu; clarity of (.)dile’s intelligence. The same thing hatl 
hap}:»ened with Denise Aubry ; often when we make a great 
clTort to form a person’s mind our work is used for the benefit 
of another. 

Strangely enough the Itegimiing of a real haivson Itctw'eeit! 
Fmuf^'ols and Odile must have coincided with wluit I thought 
was a period of relative security for me. Having compromised 
thcmsch'cs for some weeks quite openly in my eyes and in 
those of all our Mends, they had now become extraordinarily 
prudent', were seldom seen together and were never to be 
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found in the same group at patties. Odile did not speak of 
him and if another woman mentioned his name she res- 
ponded so casually that even I was taken in for a time. As 
Odile said, I had diabolical intuitions where she was concerned 
•and the reason for this new attitude gradually became clear 
to me. I began to suspect that just because they met freely 
in private, they could keep apart in the evenings and appear 
to have hardly anything to say to each other. 

I had formed the habit of analysing Odilc’s remarks with 
uncanny insight and discovered Francois hidden in her every 
phrase. I knew that he had become on friendly terms with 
.Anatole France and went to see him at Villa Said on Sunday 
mornings. For some weeks Odile had been telling interesting 
and personal stories about France. One evening as we were 
leaving the Thianges where, although habitually silent and 
modest, she had astonished our friends by commenting with 
’gusto on France's political ideas, I said; ‘How brilliant you 
were, darling! You have never spoken about these things 
before — ^how did you know them?” 

‘Was I brilliant?’ she said, pleased and yet tmeasy, ‘I <|id 
not notice it.’ I 

‘It is not a crime, you need not defend yourself. ThW 
thought you very intelligent , . . Who taught you all thatr” 
'I don’t remember ... It was someone at a tea-party tl'ie 
'Other day, who knows France.’ I 

‘Who was it?’ ' ■ 

‘Oh, I forget ... I didn’t think it was important.’ 

How clumsy Odile was! She wanted to preserve her usual 
manner and say nothing compromising and yet her new love 
■emerged in every word she uttered. It made me think of 
flooded fields that appear normal, the grass looking firm and 
upright, whereas each step reveals the treacherous sheet of 
water that is already soaking into the earth. Although care- 
ful to avoid obvious pitfalls, such as actually mentioning 
Francois de Crozant, she was unaware of the indirect signs 
breaking through her conversation which displayed his name 
•ito all eyes as clearly as if it had been written in illuminated 
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letters. Knowing Odiie’s tastes, ideas and beliefs so well, it 
was easy, interesting but very distressing for me to notice 
die rapid changes in her. 

Without being very pious she had always been a believer 
and I ent to church every Sunday. Now she said: 1 am a 
Gree' '• the fourth century b.c, — am a pagan.’ 

Ti h vases were indisputably an echo of Francois. She 

also Mfe — what is it? Forty miserable years that we 

live h of mud. Why should one waste a moment 

of ; boredom?’ 

' philosophy — and what a crude one.’ Sometimes. 

I .1 a moment’s reflection to perceive the connection be- 
t\ her new and surprising interests and their source. For 
iii^ance, she, who never read a newspaper, saw a headline; 

"Forest fire in the south of France/ and snatched the sheet 
from my hands. 

‘Arc you interested in forest fires, Odilc?’ 

‘No,’ she said, giving me back the paper, ‘I just wanted, 
to kn<nv where it was.’ 

Then I reraembered that Francois owned a little house in 
the midst of pinewoods at Beauvallon. 

Odile, like a child playing at hunt-thc-tliimblc and seen 
hiding it by everyone, was almost touching in her naive pre- 
cautions. When she reported a fact she had heard from 
one of her friends or our relatives she always named her 
informer, but when it came from Francois she said; ‘I was 
told’ or ‘someone told me’. 

Site began to show an astonishing knowledge of naval 
affairs. She said we were going to have a new and faster 
cruiser, or a new type of submarine, or that the English fleet 
was coming to Toulon. People were astounded — ‘It is not in 
the newspapers . . / Odile alarmed, feeling she luad talked 
too much, tried to modify her statement; 

‘Oh! T don’t know . . . perhaps it isn’t true.’ But it was 
always true. 

I-fcr wlujle vocabulary was derived from Fran^T)is, His 
repertoire which had made me say that his conversation was 
a showpiece was repeated in mm by Odile. She spoke of 
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^intense life’, the ‘joys of . conquest’ and even of Indo-Cluna. 
But in passing through her shadowy mind Francois’ dciinite 
tlicmes lost their clear outlines, as a river liowing into a lake 
loses the rigid framework of its banks, and is no more than 
a vague shadow eaten away and enveloped by small wtives. 


xm 

All this evidence proved without doubt that if Odilc was not 
Francois’ mistress, vshc was certainly meeting him sec;retly and 
yet I could not bring myself to force an explanation from her. 
What would be the use? I would point out to Odile many 
fine shades and endless verbal implications that my implacable 
memory had registered. She would burst out laughing, look 
at me tenderly and say: 

‘You amuse me!’ 

How should I answer? Could I threaten her? Did I want 
to break off our marriage? And moreover, in spite of appear- 
ances I might be mistaken. When I was honest with myself I 
knew quite well that my fears were justified but the thought 
made my life so unbearable, that I clung to an improbable 
liope. 

Odile’s behaviour and her secret thoughts became an ob- 
session which never left me. At my office I, could not work 
and passed whole days with my head in ray hands dreaming 
and meditating; I could not sleep till three or four in the 
morning, brooding over problems to which I saw the solution 
■only too clearly. 

Summer came, Francois’ course ended and he returned to 
Toulon. Odile seemed quite calm and not at all sad, which 
slightly reassured me, I did not know if he wrote to her ; I 
saw no letters and the disquieting undertones in Odile’s co,n- 
versation occurred more rarely. 

I had to go for my holiday in August as my fatlicr was 
going in July, but as Odile had been unwell most of the 
winter it was agreed that she should spend July at the 
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Villa Choin in Trouville. A fortnight before the date arranged 
for her to leave, slic said: 

If you don’t mind I would rather not stay with Aunt Cora, 
I should prefer a quieter place. I detest the Normandy coast ; 
there are too many people, especially in that house . . 

‘What, Odil'e! So now you arc afraid of people, you 
always reproached me for avoiding them.’ 

‘It depends on one’s state of mind. At present I need peace 
and solitude . . , Don’t you think I could find some little place 
in Brittany? I didn’t know it at all and everyone says it is 
so beautiful.’ 

‘Yes darling, it is very beautiful, but it is too far for me to 
go and see you on Sundays as I could at Trouville. In any 
case you would have Aunt Cora’s villa to yourself as she will 
not be there till August . . .’ 

Odile was evidently determined to go to Brittany and 
gently but persistently returned to the subject until I gave in. 
I was muzzled. I had expected her to suggest going near 
Toulon ; that would have appeared natural as the summer 
had been bad and everyone was complaining of the dampness 
of Normandy. Although I was sad to part with her I felt a 
certain, sadsfactiori that she was going in the opposite direction 
to Francois. She was particularly loving the day I saw her 
off at the station and on the platform kissed me saying: 

‘Don’t be dull, Dickie, enjoy yourself , . . why not go out 
with Misa, she would be pleased.’ 

‘But Misa is at Gandumas,’ 

‘No, she will be in Paris at her parents* fiat all next week.* 

‘When you arc not there I don’t want to go out. I stay at 
home by myself, feeling miserable.’ 

‘You ought not to,’ she said, as she stroked my check with 
a motherly gesture. ‘I don’t deserve to be thought about so 
much. I’m not interesting . . . You take life too seriously, 
Dickie. It is only a game.’ 

‘Not a very amusing one.’ 

‘No,’ she said, and this time there was a trace of melancholy 
in her voice, ‘it is not a pleasant game. Above all it is difficult. 
One does things one doesn’t want to do ... I think it is time 
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to get into the train . . . Goodbye Dickie . . . You*li be ail right/' 
She kissed me again and as she mounted the steps gave me 
one of those radiant smiles that bewitched me and disappeared 
into the compartment. She hated last-minute fatew(;lls atid 
affectionate demonstrations. Misa, later on, told me she was 
hard, but this was nor true. She was capable of kind and 
generous impulses and because she was afraid of making any 
sacrifice by yielding to pity, she resisted it. It wtus theti that 
her face assumed that obstinate and impenetrable expression, 
wdrich alone could make her ugly. 


■■ xiv^ 

The next evening was a Tuesday and I dined at Aunt Cora’s. 

I was seated next to Admiral Gamier who spoke of the 
weatlier and a storm that had flooded Paris in the later 
afternoon. , 

He said, ‘By the way I have just got a temjxtrary post at 
Brest for your friend Francois de Croiiant; he wanted to* 
study the coast of Brittany.’ 

‘At Brest?’ 

The glasses and flowers revolved in front of my eyes and 
I thought I was going to faint. Social instinct is so strong in 
us that we could, almost assume indifference at the point of 
death. 

‘Really?’ I said to the Admiral, ‘I didn’t know . . , when 
was this?’ 

‘A few days ago.’ 

I talked to him about Vauban, about the port of Brest, its 
value as a naval base and its old houses. My thoughts were 
running on two distinct planes. On the surface, correct and 
banal sentences formed themselves, giving the admiral tlic 
impression of a normal person, enjoying the freshness of the 
evening. At a deeper level, an inner voice kept repeating: 
‘So that was w'hy Odile wanted to go to Brittany/ I imagined 
her walking in the Streets of Brest, leaning on Fram^ois’ arm 
with that radiant air I knew and loved so well. Perhaps she 


would stay at night with him. Morgat, the place she had 
chosen, was not far away from Brest. Francois might join 
her at the seaside? He is sure to have a motor-boat! They 
would explore the rocks together. Odilc could make nature 
seem more beautiful on such an occasion. 

I was astonished to find that knowing the truth at last gave 
me keen intellectual jrleasurc in spite of my intense suffering. 
Whenever Odilc’s actions were doubtful, I set myself tlie most 
painful and insoluble problems, but this time, when she bad 
suggested going to Brittany, the explanation bad occurred to 
me with startling clarity: ‘Francois is there already!’ Well he 
was there and tliough my heart was shattered, my mind was 
almost relieved. 

On returning home I passed a whole night wondering what 
to do. Take the train to Brittany? No doubt I would find 
Odiie on a little beach calm and happy ; I should appear mad 
and would not even be reassured as I should think at once 
that Francois had already been and gone, which would be 
quite likely. The terrible part of the situation was that each 
fact relating to it could be, unfavourably interpreted, therefore 
no remedy for my suffering seemed possible. 

'Must I leave Odiie? Shall I. ever be at peace with her? Will 
she do nothing to spare me? We have no children ; divorce 
would be easy.’ 

I thought of the period before I had known her. In those 
days my life lacked richness and grace, but it was at least 
normal and calm. Yet I knew that to live without Odiie was 
inconceivable. 

I turned over, tried to get to sleep by counting sheep or 
picturing landscapes. Nothing can help when the mind is. 
obsessed. I’hcre were moments when I was furious with 
myself: Wdry do I still love her? Odilc has some serious 
faults. Sbe doesn’t speak the truth, which I hate more than 
anything in the world. Why can’t I free myself, shake off' 
this bondage?’ And I repeated : T don’t love her.’ But I knew 
it was untrue and that I loved her as much as ever without 
understanding die reason. At other moments I reproached 
myself for letting her go away. Should I have 'been able to 
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prevent her? She had appeared to be carried away by a 
powerful and fatal emotion. Fleeting images of heroines of 
Greek tragedy entered my mind. I fdt that she rcgreiiod what 
she was doing and yet could not help it. d'hat day if 1 had 
lain down across a railway line she would have passed over 
my body without pity, to rejoin Franghs. 

Towards morning I tried to persuade myself that Odik'.’s 
decision to go to Brittany might be a coincidence and jrerhaps 
she was even unaware of Ih’an^ois' prcvscnce so near lu-r. jhit 
I knew this was false. I went to sleep at dawn and tlreamt I 
was walking in a Paris street near the Palais Bourbon, It was 
lit by an old-fashioned street-lamp. Seeing a man. hurrying 
away from rne, I recognised Francois’ back, drew a revolver 
from my pocket and shot him. Pie fell. I was relieved and 
ashamed, and then woke tip. 

After two days I received a letter from Odile : 

It is fine. The rocks are beautiful. I h-ave met an old lady at 
the hotel who knows you ; her name is Mine Jouhan ; she, has a 
house near Gandumas. I bathe every day. Tiie water is warm. I 
have been for excursions in the countryside. I like brittany very ^ 

much. I have been out in a boat. 1 hope you are not unhappy. 

Are you enjoying yourself? I>id you dine at Aunt Cora’s last 
Tuesday? Have you seen Misa? 

It finished with: 'I love you very much, I kiss you my 
darling.' 

Th.e writing was a little larger than usual. One could see 
that she wanted to fill up four pages so as not to hurt me, but 
found it difficult. ‘She was in a hurry,' I thought, ‘he was 
waiting for her ’ ; she had said to him! ‘I really must write to 
my husband/ Imagining my wife’s face when she said these. 
w>'ords I could not help thinking it beautiful and only wished ' 
for her return. 
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'The ^veck following Odile’s departure Misa telephoned to me: 

'I know you are alone — Odile has deserted you. I’m alone 
•too. I came to do some shopping and to have a glimpse of 
Ikxris and am staying at my parents’ flat, but they arc aw'ay. • 
Do come and sec me.’ 

1 thought a talk with Misa might help me to forget for a 
while the terrible thoughts I was struggling with, so I agreed 
to get and sec her that evening. 

She opened the door to me as the maids v/cre out, and 
looked pretty wearing a pink silk negligee copied from one 
of Odile’s. Her hair was done differently, in the same style 
as Odile’s. 

The evening was chilly and Misa had lighted a wood fire. 
We sat before it on a pile of cushions, and began talking of 
our families, Gandiimas, her husband and of Odile. 

She asked : TIave you any news of her? She hasn’t written 
ro me. It is unkind of her.’ 

I told Misa I had received two letters. 

TIas she met anyone? Has she been to Brest?’ 

■‘No — Brest is rather far from where she i.s staying.’ 

The question seemed strange. 

Misa was wearing a blue and green glass bracelet ; I lifted 
her wrist to look at it more closely. She leaned towards me ; 
I put my arm round her waist and she made no resistance. 
I felt her naked under the silk negligee. She looked at me 
anxiously, qucstioningly. I drew her to me, found her lips 
and felt the firmness of her breasts against my chest, as I had 
on the day we wrestled together.. She let herself fall back- 
wards and tliore on the cushions in front of the five she 
became my mistress. I had no feeling of love, but desired 
her and reflected: If I don’t take her now I shall look like 
a coward.’ 

Wc found ourselves seated opposite the dying embers of 
the last log. I held her hand ; she was looking at me with 
a happy triumphant smile. I felt sad and would have liked 


'What are you thinking about?’ said IMisa, 

Tm thinking of poor Odile , . 

She grew angry and two hard lines showed on lier forcltcud 
as she said: 

'Listen— I love you— I can’t bear you to say such ridiculous, 
things.’ 

'Why ridiculous?’ 

She hesitated and looked at me, thouglitrnlly. 

‘Don’t you really understand— or arc you pretending?’ 

I foresaw what she wanted to tell me. T ought to have 
stopped her, but wanted to know the worst, 

‘It is true,’ I said, ‘I don’t understand.’ 

‘Oh — I thought you understood but loved Odile too much- 
to leave her or even to speak to her about it ... I have often 
thought I ought to tell you everything. But I was Odilc’s; 
friend ; it was difficult for me . . . but now it does not matter. 
I care a thousand times more for you than I do for her,’ 

She told me that Odile had been Francois’ mistress for six 
months and had begged her, Misa, to pass on their letters 
in case a Toulon postmark should attract my attention. 

‘You can understand how hard this was for me . . . all the 
more because of my love for you . . . Haven’t you realised 
that I have been in love with you for three years? . . . Men 
understand nothing. But now at last everything is all right. 
You will see I shall know how to make you h«'vppy. You 
deserve it. I admire you so much . . . You have a wonderful 
character.’ 

She overwhelmed me with praise for several minutes,. It 
gave me no pleasure and I only thought: ‘How untrue all 
this is. I am not wonderful at alll I can’t do without Odile 
. . . Why am I here? Why is my arm round this woman’s 
waist? — for we were still seated side by side in the posture of 
happy lovers, and I hated her. 

Misa, how can you betray Odilc’s confidence? What you 
are doing is despicable.’ 

She looked at me in astonishitienr. 

‘Oh! That’s the last straw . , . that you should defend’, 
her!’ 


‘You are behaving very badly to Odile, even if it is for my 
.'Sake. Odile is your friend . . 

‘She was ; I don’t like her any more.’ 

‘Since wlien?’ 

‘Since I began to love you.’ 

‘I sincerely hope you don’t love me ... I adore Odile, 
“whatever she is, and I find it very difficult to say why— 
perhaps it is because she never bores me, and she is my life 
.and my joy.’ I looked at Misa defiantly, she was trembling. 

Misa said bitterly: 

‘You are extraordinary.’ 

‘Perhaps!’ 

She hesitated a moment, then put her head on my shoulder 
and spoke in deeply passionate terms that might have 
touched me if I had nor been so infatuated and so blind. 

‘Well — I love you and will make you happy in spite of 
yourself ... I .shall be faithful and devoted to you . . . Julien 
is at Gandumas ; he leaves me in peace ; you can come to 
see me there if you like as he spends two days every week 
at Guichardie . . . You have lost the habit of happiness, I 
shall bring it you back.’ 

‘Thank you,’ I said coldly, ‘I am quite happy,’ 

This scene continued far into the night. We assumed the 
attitude and gestures of lovers, hut I felt an increasing resent- 
ment against her, a perverse and incomprehensible rancour. 
Nevertheless we parted affectionately and with a kiss. 

I sw'ore to myself not to return and yet I often went to see 
her during Odile’s absence. Misa had an incredible audacity 
and gave herself to me in her parents’ drawing-room where 
a maid could have come in at any moment. I stayed till 
two or three in the morning, nearly always in silence. 

‘What are you thinking about?’ she kept asking me. I 
wa.s thinking how false she was to Odile, but answered: 

‘Of you.’ 

Now remembering everything calmly, I can see that Misa 
was not at all a bad woman but at that time I felt and 
behaved harshly towards her. 
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At last Odilc returned’; I went to meet licr at die station. I 
made up my mind to say nothing. I knew very wt.i! what 
course a conversation with her would take ii: I .spoke franldy, 
I would begin by reproaching her, she. would deny <;very- 
thing. I should repeat Misa's story; she would say Mistt 
was lying and I would know that Misa had told the triuli. 

All that was useless. Walking up and down the plaiforru 
in an atmosphere of coal-dust and. oil, surrounded Isy 
strangers, I repeated to myself that I could only be happy 
when she was with me and as it was impossible for me to 
break up our marriage, it would be better to enjoy the 
pleasure of seeing her again and avoid upsetting her. At 
other moments I thought: How cowardly of me. It would 
only take a week’s determination on my part to force her to 
change or to resign myself to living withotit her. 

A porter hung up a placard : ‘Express from Brest/ I stood 
still If I had stayed at another hotel in Florence in May 
1909 I vshould never have knowm of Oclile Mulct’s existence. 
Yet I would have lived and been happy. Why not begin 
again from this very moment and pretend that she does not 
exist? 

I saw the fire from an engine in the distance and the 
curve of a train winding towards us. Everything seemed 
unreal I could no longer imagine Odilc/s face. I moved 
forward. Heads looked out of the windows, men jumped 
from the train before it stopped, moving crowds collected and 
porters wheeled trucks. Suddenly I saw Odilc’s silhouette. 
A few seconds later she was beside me with a porter carrying 
her grey bag. She looked well and gay. As we got into the 
car she said: ‘Dickie, let’s stop and buy some champagne 
and caviare and have a little supper like the day we relumed 
from our honeymoon.’ 

This may seem very hypocritical but one must know (.Idilc 
to judge her. She had no doubt enjoyed her few days with 
Francois and was prepared to be happy in the present momeriic 
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and make it as pleasant for me as she could. Seeing that I 
was depressed, and did not smile she said despairingly: 

‘\^^hy! what's the matter now, Dickie?’ 

My resolutions to keep silent with her were never reliable. 
I immediately broke out with all the thoughts I had meant 
to conceal. 

I hear that Francois is at Brest.’ 

‘Who told you that?’ 

‘Admiral Gamier.’ 

‘Well supposing he is ! What of it? And why should you 
mind?’ 

‘I mind because he was quite near Morgat and it was easy 
for him to go and see you.’ 

‘Yes, so easy, if you want to know that he did come and 
see me. What does it matter to you?’ , 

‘You didn’t write and tell me.’ 

‘Are you sure? I thought I did ... In any case if I didn’t 
it was because I thought it unimportant — ^and so it is.’ 

‘I don’t agree with you. I also heard that you have been 
carrying on a secret correspondence with him.’ 

This went home and Oclile was beside herself ; I had never 
seen her so excited. 

‘Who told you that?’ 

‘Misa.’ 

‘Misa! The wretch. She is a liar! Did she show yoti any 
letters?’ 

‘No, but why should she invent it?’ 

‘I’m sure I don’t know . . . from jealousy.’ 

‘That is unbelievable rubbish, Odilc.’ 

Wc arrived home. Odilc produced her charming and 
innocent smile for the servants, then went to her room, 
looked in the mirror to arrange her hair and, seeing me 
bc:hind. her with my eyes fixed on her reflection, smiled at 
■■".me", too.. 

‘Poor Dickie! I can’t leave you alone for a week without 
your getting ideas in your head about me . . . You are very 
ungrateful. I thought of you all the time and I will prove 
it to you. Pass my hag.’ 
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She opened it, pulled out a little parcel and banded it to 
me. It contained two books — ^the Reveries dhm Frumencur 
solitaire and the Chartreuse, both in early editions. 

‘Oh, Odile . . . thank you — how extraordinary — wlua-c did 
you find them? 

‘I hunted in the streets of Brest, I wanted to bring you 
back something nice.’ 

‘So you did go to Brest?’ 

‘Of course, it was quite near, there was a boat scuvicc. I 
have wanted to see Brest for ten years . . . Arcnh you going 
to give rne a kiss for my little present? I so hopctl it would 
he a success ... I took a lot of trouble, you know . . . They 
arc very rare, Dickie ; I spent all my small savings on them. 

I kissed her. My feelings towards her were so complex that 
I hardly understood them myself. I detested and adored her. 
I believed her to be both innocent and guilty. 'Bhc violent 
scene I had begun was turning into a friendly and intimate 
conversation. 

We talked all the evening of Misa’s treachery Just as if 
her revelations (which were undoubtedly true) did not con- 
cern Odile and me but a couple of friends whose happiness 
we wanted to protect. 

‘I do hope you won’t see her again,’ said Odile. 

I promised not to. 

. I never knew what happened the next day between Odile 
and Misa. Did they settle it on the telephone? Did Odile 
go to see Misa? I knew how outspoken and brutal she 
could be. Her insolent courage, so foreign to my reserved 
nature, both shocked and charmed me. I never met Misa 
again, nor heard her spoken of. I retained a tlreamdike 
memory of our brief liaison. 
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When siispicion enters the mind it destroys love by a suc- 
cession ol' shocks. Odile’s return, her sweetness and tact, and 
iny pleasure at seeing her again, served to delay the immi- 
nent catastrophe. But from that time, we both knew we 
were living in a mined zone and that an explosion might 
■occur at any moment. I could no longer speak to Odile 
without a shade of bitterness, however slight, appearing in 
my words or in the tone of my voice. Every banal remark 
conveyed an unexpressed reproach. My optimistic outlook 
•of the first months of our marriage was succeeded by ex- 
treme pessimism. The beauty of nature, revealed to me by 
Odile, now revived melancholy reflections. Even her beauty 
seemed no longer perfect and I began to detect signs of false- 
ness in her features. Yet five minutes later I would rediscover 
her smooth brow, her innocent eyes and love her again. 

At the beginning of August we went to Gandumas. The 
solitude, remoteness and absence of letters and telephone 
calls reassured me and gave me a few weeks’ respite. 

Sunlit fields, shady slopes covered with fir trees, had a 
great effect on Odile. Nature gave her an almost sensual 
pleasure, which she unconsciously associated with her com- 
panion, even if that companion was myself. "Wlicn solitude 
shared by two people is not prolonged to the point of satiety 
or boredom, it brings about a certain heightening of feeling 
and confidence that draws them closer together. I believed 
Odile felt at that moment as near to me as I did to her. 

One evening we were alf)ne on the terrace looking across 
a wide expanse of hills and woods, towards a heather covered 
moor on the opposite slope. The sun was setting, the scene 
was still and jieaceful. Human affairs seemed little. Suddenly 
I said all kinds of humble and loving things to Odile, but 
strangely enough, they came from a man already resigned 
to losing her. 

'What a beautiful life we might have had, Odile ... I 
loved you so much ... Do you remember Florence and the 
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time when I couldn't stop looking at you for an instant? . . . 
I am still so near to being like that, darling . . 

‘I am glad to hear you say so * - . 1 too loved yon dearly. 
Good Heavens! how I believed in you ... I said lo my 
mother; “I have found the man who will hold nus- always.’' 
And then I was disappointed . . 

‘It was because I too misunderstood. Why didn’t you 
explain?’ 

‘You know quite well, Dickie . . , because it was impos- 
sible. You see, your great mistake is that you expc;ct too 
much of women. They cannot live up to it . . . But I am 
glad to think you will miss me when I am no longta- with 
you . . .’ 

She spoke these words in a painfully prophetic tone that 
made a deep irapresssion on me. 

‘But you will always be with me.’ 

'You know I will not/ she said. 

At that moment my parents arrived. 

I sometimes led Odilc to my observatory and we gazed 
together into the miniature torrent at the bottom of the 
wooded gorge. She loved this spot and spoke of her youth, 
of Florence and of our dreams beside the Thames. I clasped 
her in my arms and she did not protest. She scemetl happy. 
Why not admit, I thought, that we constantly renew our 
lives, and each time it happens the previous life turns itno a 
dream. Am I the same man who msec! to embrace Denise 
Aubry in this very place? Perhaps Odilc has forgotu^n 
Francois since she has been here? 

But while I tried to reconstruct my happiness at any cost, 
I knew it was unreal and that probably the rc;ason for the 
dreamy, blissful expression on Odile’.s face, as .site leaned on 
the wall, was the thought that Francois loved her. 

There was one other person at Gandumas who imdcrsuiod' 
very clearly what was happening to our marriage ; it was my 
mother. I have told you that she never liked Odilc but 
being kind, and seeing me so much in love, she did not wish 
to show her feelings towards my wife. The morning before 
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our departure I met her in the kitchen garden and she asked 
me to go Cor a walk with her. 

‘Yes, I should enjoy going down to the valley ; I have not 
been there with you since I was thirteen or fourteen/ 

Tills recollection touched her and she became more con- 
fidential than usual. At first she spoke of my father’s health ;■ 
he had artcrio-sclerosis and the doctor was worried. Looking, 
down at the pebbles on the path she said: 

‘What is wrong between you and Misa?’ 

‘Why do you ask me that?’ 

‘Because you have not once seen her since you arrived . . .. 
Last week I invited them to lunch and she refused ; that 
has never happened before . . . there must be something; 
the matter.’ 

‘Yes — there is something, Mama, but I can’t tell you what 
it is . . . Misa has behaved badly to Odile.’ 

My mother walked on in silence and then said in a low 
voice, as if unwillingly: 

‘Are you sure Odile has not behaved badly to Misa? I 
don’t want to interfere between you and your wife, but for- 
once I must tell you that everyone blames you, even your 
father. You arc too weak with her. You know how I hate 
gossip ; I should like to believe that all I hear is untrue, but 
if it is, you should insist on Odile living in such a way as. 
to put an end to her being talked about.’ 

I listened to her as I slashed at the grass with my stick. I 
knew she was right and had restrained herself for a long- 
time ; no doubt Misa had talked to her and perhaps told 
her everything. My mother had become attached to Misa 
since she; came to live at Gandumas and thought highly of; 
her. Yes, no doubt, she knew the truth. But hearing this 
attack on Odile, although it wa.s a just and guarded one, my 
reaction was that of the Knight Errant and I defended her 
strongly. T afiirmed a confidence in Odile that I did not :Feel 
and attributed virtu(\s to her which I denied when she was 
present. l/)ve; creates strange solidarities and that morning 
it seemed my duty to mabe common cause with Odile against 
the truth. I also wanted to persuade myself that she still! 
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'loved me. 1 quoted to my mother all the signs which could 
show that Odilc cared for me; the two hooks she had ihund 
with so much trouble at Brest, the uft'ccdonatc tone oC her 
letters, her attitude since we had been at Gandmnas. I was 
so emphatic that I think I shook my mother’s conviction, 
hut alas, not my own, which was only too strong! 

I did not speak to Odilc of this conversation. 


XVIII 

'On our return to Paris P'rangns’ shadow again drifted across 
■our lives, indefinite but always present. I wondered how he 
•communicated with Odiie since the breach with Misa. I 
noticed Odilc had adopted the habit of rushing to the tele- 
phone as soon as she heard the bell, as if she feared I might 
intercept a message that should be concealed from me. She 
tonly read books about the .sea and fell into a sort of dream 
•when looking at the most ordinary engravings representing 
waves or ships. 

One evening a telegram arrived for her. She opened it, 
rsaid: ‘It’s nothing,’ and tore it into tiny pieces. 

‘But how can it be nothing, Odilc? What is it?’ 

‘A dress that is not ready . , 

Hearing from Admiral Garnicr, whom I had questioned, 
that Fran^:ois was at Brest, I might have been satisfied, but 
was not. 

Sometimes, under the influence of inspiring music at a 
-concert or of a fine autumn day, we regained brief moments 
■of tenderness. 

'If you would only tell me the whole truth, darling, aliout 
the past ... I would try to forget, and we would begin a 
new hopeful life and trust each other.’ 

She shook her head despairingly, without bitterness or 
resentment. She no longer denied that there was a past. 
She admitted nothing, but her confession though silent was 
implicit. 

'No, Dickie, I can’t, it is useless. Everything is so confused 


now ... I should not have the strength to unravel it. And" 
then I shoukluh know how to explain why I .said or did' 
certain things ... I don’t know any more . . . No, there is. 
nothittg to be done. ... I give it up,’ 

These affectionate conversations nearly alway.s ended in 
ho.stile interrogations. Something she said .surprised me ; the 
dangerous questions rose to my lips, I restrained myself for 
an instant, then came out with it. Odilc alway.s tried her 
best to cany off such scenes light-heartedly but when she 
saw I was serious, lost her temper. 

'Oh no, no!’ she said, ‘An evening with you is torture. I 
would rather go away. If I stay here I shall go mad . , 

Then the terror of losing her calmed me, I apologised,, 
half-heartedly, and saw that each of these quarrels loosened 
the already fragile tie between us. 

What was it that held her so long, since wc had no- 
children? A greater part was pity, I think, and even a little - 
love, for sometimes sentiments overlap, neither being com- 
pletely extinct, and in women particularly there is often a 
desire to retain everything. Moreover, Odile’s religious 
beliefs, though rarely expressed and much weakened by 
Francois’ influence, still existed and inspired her with a 
horror of divorce. Perhaps she was also attached, if not to- 
me, at least to our life together by her childish love of 
material objects? She liked our house which she had fur- 
nished herself with so much taste. On a little table in her- 
boudoir were her favourite books and the Venetkin vase 
which always held a single, beautiful flower. When she took 
refuge in this .sanctuary she felt protected from me and from 
her own fears. It was difficult for her to tear herself away 
from this background. If she went to live with Fraiufois she- 
would have to stay in Toulon or Brest for the greater part 
of the year and give up most of her friends. Francois would 
not suffice to fill Jicr life any more than I had done. I realise 
now that what she needed was die movement around her 
provitled by the interest of watching the lives of the various 
men with whom she came in contact. She did not under- 
.stand this herself. She thought her suffering was caused by 
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.being separated from Francois and that site could find haj)pi- 
iicss with him. He had the prestige for her <>l; a person "f 
whom she had not yet fathomed and who seemed rich in. 
unknown possibilities. I had been this mytlhcal and setluc- 
■tivc person when we were in h'lorciice and during our visit 
to England, but I had not been able to live up ici tite level 
■of the fictitious image she had made of me. I was condemned. 

JSFow it was Francois’ turn. He was going to be tested, 
would he survive it? 

I believe if he had lived in Paris his liaison with Odilc 
would have developed like similar maladies, and would have 4- 
had no worse results than her discovering that she had over- ^ 
estimated him. 

But he was far away and she could not do without him. 
What were his feelings? Fie must have been moved by the 
•conquest of such a beautiful being, but if he were the kind 
•of man I had been led to believe, marriage would not appeal 
to him. 

I knew that Fran 9 ois was passing through Paris about 
Christmas time on his way from Brest to Toulon. During > 
the two days he was there Odile’s behaviour was madly 
imprudent. She was informed of his arrival by a telephone 
■call one morning, before I left for the tiffice. I knew at once 
who it was by the expression of her face as she talked, I 
had never known her to look so tender, submissive and 
tilmost suppliant. She did not realise that although so far 
away from her lover, she was betraying herself by her 
ravishing and brilliant smile. 

'Yes/ she said, ‘I am glad to hear you . . . yes, yes . . . 
but . . She looked doubtfully at me, then said: 

‘Listen — call me again in half an hour.' 

I asked her to whom she had been talking and she hung 
up the receiver indifferently without rc})lying, as if she had 
not heard. 

I managed to come back at lunch time and the maid then 
handed me a piece of paper on which OcUle had written; 

‘IE yon come home, don't worry. I am obliged to go out 
.for lunch. See you this evening, darling.' 
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■‘Has Madam been out long?’ I asked. 

■‘Yes — since ten o’clock.’ 

‘With t:be car?’ 

‘Yes, ■ sir.’'. 

I lunched alone and felt so mivscrable that I decided not 
iro return to the office, I wanted to see Odile as soon as she 
cajne in and this time I was determined to ask her to choose 
between us, 

I passed the afternoon in torture. About seven o’clock the 
telephone rang. 

‘Hallo’ — said Odilc’s voice — ‘Is that you, Juliette?’ 

‘No— -it is I, Philippe.’ . 

‘So you’ve come home? Well, I wanted to ask you if 
you’d mind if I dined here — ’ 

‘What! But where are you? And Why? You have already 
lunched out.’ 

Tes — but listen ... I am at Compiegne at this moment 
and as in any case I should be too late for dinner by the 
time I got home . , 

‘What are you doing at Compiegne at this hour?’ 

‘I went for a walk in the forest; it was delightful in this 
dry cold weather. I didn’t think you would be in for lunch,’ 

‘Odile, I don’t want to argue on the telephone, but all this 
is preposterous. Come home.’ 

She returned at ten o’clock and in answer to my reproaches 
said: 

‘Well — it will be the same tomorrow. I can’t shut myself 
up in Paris in this weather.’ 

Once again she had the air of pitiless determination which 
had struck me when she took the train to Brest and had 
made me feel she would stop at nothing to attain her desire. 

The next day it was she who asked me very sadly for a 
divorce and to allow her to live with her parents until she 
could marry Fran^rois. We were in her boudoir before dinner. 
I made little resistance ; I had known for a long time diat 
our marriage must end like this and her attitude during 
Francois’ stay in Paris had almost convinced me that it 
would l)c better to see her no more. Yet my first thought 
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was an unworthy one ; a Marcenat had never been divorced, 
and it would be humiliating to tell my family about this. 
drama. But I was so ashamed of the thought that I made 
it a point of honour to consider only Odilc’s interests. 

Soon our conversation reached a high moral lone. and. as 
always happened when we were siticere M'ith each other, wc 
became affectionate. Dinner was announced and wc went 
down. Seated opposite each other wc hardly spoke, because 
of the servant, I looked at the plates and glasses, ail tliese 
things showed Odile’s taste ; then I looked at her — pcrha|)s. 
it was the last time I should see that face which had brought ^ 
me so much happiness. Pale and thoughtful her eyes gazed 
into mine, as if she also wanted to fix in her memory the 
features she would doubtless never see again. 

After dinner wc went to her boudoir and talked long and 
seriously of what our future would be. She gave me some 
advice : 

‘You must marry again. I am sure you would be a perfect 
husband for someone else. But I was not made for you . , * 

Only don’t marry Misa, that would hurt me and she is a i 
bad woman, I tell you who would suit you very well—your 
cousin Renee . . .’ 

‘You are mad darling. I shall never marry again.* 

‘Oh, but you must . . . And then when you think of me 
do so without too much bitterness. I loved you very much,. 
Dickie, and I know well what you arc worth. If I have never 
told you how much I think of you i^ is because I am shy 
and it is not my way. But often I have seen you doing, 
things tliat no otlter man would have done in your place and 
thought: “He is really a good man, all the same, Dickie . . 

And I even want to tell you something that may please you 1 
in many ways I like you better than Fran^:ois, only . . 

‘Only?’ I said. 

‘Only ... he is indispensable to me. After I have spent a 
few hours with him I have the illusion of being strong, ol: 
living better and more fully. Perhaps it is nor true ; I 
should probably have been happier with you. But there it 
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is— -it didn’t work. It is not your fault Philippe, it is no 
'-r- one’s fault,’ 

When wc separated very late at night she spontaneously 
offered nic her lips. 

‘Oil/ she said, ‘we are so unhappy/ 

A few days later I received a kind and sad letter from her ; 
she said she had loved me for a long time and had never 
had a lover before Francois. 

^ That is the story of my marriage. I don’t know if I have 
been able to do justice as much as I wished to my poor 
Odile. I should have liked to make you feel her ciiarm, her 
mysterious melancholy and her profound childishness. 

She was of course judged severely by our friends and my 
parents. I who knew her as well as she could be known, 
think that no woman was ever less guilty. 


.XIX ■ ' ■ 

After Odile left I was very unhappy. The house seemed so 
sad that I could hardly bear to stay in' it.' Sometimes in the 
evening I went into Odilc’s room, sat' in a chair beside her 
bed as I used to, and thought about our lives.' I was troubled 
by vague feelings of' remorse ; yet I had no definite reason 
for self-reproach. I had married Odile for love# though my 
family would have liked me to make a more' brilliant match. 
i had been faithful to’ her until that evening with Misa ahd 
my brief betrayal was caused by Odilc’s. • Certainly I had 
been jealous but she bad done liothing to: allay my fears. 
Nevertheless I felt responsible. I began to perceive a truth 
that was qiiitc new to me about the relations that should 
exist between men and women. I saw women as unstable 
beings always in search of someone to guide them, to direct 
their minds and their errant desires. Perhaps a woman’s 
need creates an obligation on the man’s part to be the 
infallible compass, always pointing in the right direction., 
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A great love is not sufficient to lioltl a woman unless 
the lover knows how to fill her life with renewed interests. 
What could Odile find in me? I carac home every evening 
from the office where I had seen the same men, studied ilu; 
same questions ; I sat down in my annehair, looked at my 
wife and enjoyed her beauty. How could she find ijappiness 
ill my invariable admiration? Women attach tliemselves 
naturally to men whose lives arc full of activity, who give 
them an object to live for and make demands on tiiem. 

I looked at Otlilc’s bed. What would. I nor give now to 
see her fair head on the pillow? How little 1 had given 
when there was still something to preserve. Instead of trying 
to understand her tastes I had condemned them ancl 
attempted to impose my own upon her. 

The terrifying silence that enveloped me in that empty 
house was my punishment for an attitude which, though 
not unkind, was without nobility. 

I ought to have left Paris but I could not: make up my 
mind to go away ; I found a mournful satisfaction in clinging 
to the smallest objects that reminded me of Odile. When 
half awake in the morning I seemed to h(;ar a clear sweet 
voice calling through the open door: ‘Good morning, Dickie!' 

This January was like spring: the bare trees stood out 
against a cloudless blue sky. If Odile had been there she 
would have put on what she called ‘a little tailored suit', 
wound her silver fox fur round her neck and would have 
been out since the morning. 

‘Alone?' I would have asked her in the evening. ‘Oh,' 
she ufould have said, ‘I don’t remem]>er . . .’ and in :facc of 
this absurd mystery I should have felt an anguish that I now 
thought was unjustified. 

I spent my nights trying to understand when the troulfic 
began. On our return from England we were perfectly 
happy. Perhaps if in one of our earlier discussions I luid 
j-jakeni a stronger line and shown firmness and kindness, things 
pving’‘^bavc been different. Our destiny is decided by a 
should problfSFj^’ slightest effort at first might have sufficed 



to save the situation. Now I felt that the most heroic acts 
would not have revived the love Odile once had for me. 

Before she went away wo came to an understanding about 
our divorce proceedings. Wc agreed that I should w?ite her 
,an oilcnsive letter winch would cause the divorce to be pro- 
nounced against me. A few days later I was summoned to 
the Law Courts for the conciliation. It was painful to see 
-(id.ilc m sucli surroundings. Twenty couples were waiting 
the men separated from the women by a grating, to avoid 
■unpleasant scenes. People insulted each other from a distance 
women cried. My neighbour, a chauffeur, said to me: 

‘It is some consolation that there arc so many of us.’" 

Odile nodded to me and gave me a sweet affectionate 
glance and I knew I still loved her. 

At last our turn came. The judge was a benevolent man 
With a grey beard. He told Odile not to be distressed ; spoke 
of our niutmi memories and the ties of marriage, then 
advised us to make a last attempt at reconciliation. I said * 

‘Unfortunately it is no longer possible.’ 

Odile stared fixedly in front of her. She looked as if she 
were suffering. ‘Perhaps she is sorry.’ I thought, ‘perhaps 
she does not love him as much as I believed . . . perhaps she 
is already disappointed in him?’ 

Then as we both, remained silent the judge said : 

‘In that case, kindly sign this affidavit.’ 

Odile and I went out together, 

‘Would yt u care to have a little stroll?’ I said. 

\ cs—4t is sudi a lovely day. What a marvellous winter.’ 

I reminded her that she had left many of her belongings 
at home and asked, if I should have them sent to her parents’ 
dioiise.'. 

Just as you like, but do keep whatever you want ... I 
need nothing; and I .shall not live very long, .Dickie. You 
will soon be rkl of my memory.’ 

‘Why do you say that, Odile? Arc you ill?’ 

‘Oil no- -not at all! It is an impression . . , mind you 
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replace me quickly, if I were sure you were bappy it would 
help me lo be happy too/ 

1 could never b,e happy without you/ 

'Yes you will — yoti will soon see how relieved you will feel 
to be rid of an unbearable woman . . . I’m not joking, you 
know, it’s true that Fm unbearable . * . How pretty the Seine 
is at this lime of year/ 

She stopped before a shop window where some naval 
charts were displayed ; I knew she liked them and said : 

‘Shall I buy them for you?’ 

She looked at me sadly and tenderly. 

‘How good you are/ she said, ‘Yes, I should like you to ; 
it will be my last present from you.’ 

We went in to buy the two charts ; then she called a taxi, 
took off her glove and gave me her. hand to kiss, saying : 

‘Thank you for everything . . .’ 

She got in without looking back. 


XX. ■ 

In my great solitude my family was n(it much help. At 
heart my mother was glad that I was rid of Odile. She did 
not say so as she knew that I was suffering, but I felt it, 
therefore conversation was difficult between us. My father 
was very ill ; he had had a cerebral congestion that left him 
with a paralysed hand and a slight distortion of the moiiih, 
which spoilt his handsome face. He knew he could not re- 
cover and had become silent and grave. 

I did not want to go back to Aunt Cora’s as her dinners 
revived painful memories. The only person I could sec who 
did not annoy and bore me was my cousin Renee. She was 
very tactful and did not mention my divorce. She was 
studying for a Science degree. I heard she did not want to 
marry. She was the first person I had met since my sorrow 
whose conversation interested me and distracted my thoughts 
from ceaseless brooding. She had devoted her life to rcscarcli, 
a career which appeared to make het calm and contentecL 
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Was it possible to renounce love? I could not yet conceive 
any object in life other than devoting myself to an Odilc but 
1 found Renee’s presence soothing. She came to lunch with 
me and I saw her often. After a few meetings I got accus- 
tomed to her and spoke openly about my wife and tried to 
explain what it was that I had loved so much in her. Renee 
asked rac: 

‘When you are divorced, will you marry again?’ 

'Never,’ 1 replied . . . ‘And have you never thought of 
marrying?’ 

'No— I have a profession that fills my life and I am inde- 
pendent ; I have never met a man who appealed to me.’ 

'What about all those doctors?’ 

'They are colleagues.’ 

, Towards the end of February I went to spend a few days 
in the mountains and was recalled by telegram to say that 
my father was dying. My mother nursed him with admir- 
able devotion ; I watched her during the last night when he 
had already lost consciousness. Standing beside that inert 
body, wiping his forehead, moistening his lips, I marvelled 
at the serenity she retained in her great sorrow. I felt that 
it came from the knowledge of her virtuous life. My parents’ 
lives seemed to me very beautiful, but impossible to under- 
stand. My mother had never wanted the pleasures that 
Odilc and most young women I knew desired. While still 
young she had renounced all romantic ideas and thoughts 
of WiH'klly pleasures ; now she had her compensation, I 
satlly reviewed my own life ; it would have been comforting 
to imagine Odilc siauding beside me at the end of this 
difficult jouruey, wiping tlic sweat of agony from my brow ; 
a white luiired Odilc, softened by age, who had long since 
passed the stress of yoiubful emotions. Should I be alone 
one clay in the face of death? I wished it might be as soon 
as possible. 

I no longer had even indirect new.s of Odile. She believed 
that absolute silence would help me to forget her and 
warned me not to expect her to write. I heard she had 
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replace me quickly, if I were sure you were liappy it would 
help me to be happy too,’ 

1 could never b,e happy without you.’ 

‘Yes you will — ^}'ou will soon sec how relieved you -will feci 
to be rid of an unbearable woman . . . I’m not joking, you 
know, it’s true that I’m unbearable . . . How pretty the Seine 
is at this time of year.’ 

She stopped before a shop window where some na\’ai 
charts were displayed ; I knew she liked them and said : 

‘Shall I buy them for you?’ 

She looked at me sadly and tenderly. 

‘How good you are,' she said, ‘Yes, I should like you to ; 
it will be my last present from you.’ 

We went in to buy the two charts ; then she called a taxi,, 
took off her glove and gave me her hand to kiss, saying: 

‘Thank you for everything . . .’ 

She got in without looking back, , , 
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was very ill ; he had had a cerebral congestion that left him 
with a paralysed hand and a slight distortion of the mouth, 
which spoilt his handsome face. He knew he could not re- 
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I did hot want to go back to Aunt Cora’s as her dinners 
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did not annoy and bore me was my cousin Renee. Sbe w.'is 
very tactful and did not mention my divorce. She was 
studying for a Science degree. I heard she did not want to 
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whose conversation interested me and distracted my thouglits 
from ceaseless brooding. She had devoted her life to research, 
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Was it possible to renounce love? I could not yet conceive 
any object in life other than devoting myself to an Odile but 
I found Renee^s presence soothing. She came to lunch with 
me and 1 saw her often. After a few meetings I got accus- 
tomed to her and spoke openly about my wife and tried to 
explain what it was that I had loved so much in her. Renee 
asked me: 

‘When you arc divorced, will you marry again?’ 

‘Never,’ I replied . . . ‘And have you never thought of 
marrying?’ 

‘No-d have a profession that fills my life and I am inde- 
pendent ; I have never met a man who appealed to me.’ 

‘What about all those doctors?’ 

• ‘They are colleagues.’ 

Towards the end of February I went to spend a few days 
in the mountains and was recalled by telegram to say that 
my father was dying. My mother nursed him with admir- 
able devotion ; I watched her during the last night when he 
had already lost consciousness. Standing beside that inert 
body, wiping his ff)rchcad, moistening his lips, I marvelled 
at the serenity she retained in her great sorrow, I felt that 
it came from the knowledge of her virtuous life. My parents’ 
lives seemed U) rnc very beautiful, but impossible to under- 
stand. My mother had never wanted the pleasures that 
Odile and most young women I knew desired. While still 
young she had renounced all romantic ideas and thoughts 
of worldly pleasures : now she had her compensation. I 
.sadly reviewed iny own life ; it would have been comforting 
to imagine Odile siancling beside me at the end of this 
difficult journey, wiping the .sweat of agony from my brow; 
a white haired Odile, softened by age, who had long since 
■passed the .stress of youthful emotions. Should I be alone 
one day in the face of death? I wished it might be as soon 
a.s possible. 

I no longer had even indirect news of Odile. She believed 
that absolute silence would help me to forget her and 
Warned me not to expect her to write. I heard she had 
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rented a small villa near Francois* and no longer saw any 
of the friends we had in common. 

As to myself I decided to leave our house, too big for me 
alone, and which recalled many unhappy memories. I 
found a nice apartment in an old house in t])e rue Duroc 
and took pains to furnish it in a way Odile would have lilced,. 
Who could tell? Perhaps one day she would come there, un- 
happy and wounded, and ask me for shelter. While turning; 
out drawers I found a pile of letters written to Odile by her 
friends. I read them. Perhaps I was wrong but I could tiot. 
resist the desire to know what they contained. As I have 
already told you, these letters were affectionate but innocent,. 

I spent the summer at Gandumas in almost complete soli- 
tude. I could only find a little peace lying in the fields far 
from the house. Then it seemed to me that all social links; 
were broken and that I had regained for a moment contact 
with a deeper and truer reality for which I craved. Was a 
woman worth so much suffering? . . . Books only revived 
my sombre reflections because unfortunately I chose those 
that recalled my unhappy story. 

In October I returned to Paris. A few young women came 
to see me, attracted as they always are by a solitary man* 
They merely passed through my life. To my surprise I 
resumed without effort the attitude of my youth. I behaved 
in the same way to W'omen as I did before ray marriage. 

Nothing makes one more cynical than a great love that is 
unrequited ; it also makes one more modest. I was surprised 
to find myself sought after. The truth is that when passion 
grips a man strongly, women are drawn to him against his 
wish. Obsessed by another, he becomes indifferent and 
almost brutal, even if he is by nature sentimental and loving. 
Being unhappy he allows himself to accept the affection that 
is offered him. He plays a dangerous game and conquers 
because he has been defeated. That was my case. I had 
never been more convinced of my inability to please, or 
desired less to do so and I had never received so many proofs 
of devotion and love. But it gave me no pleasure. 

In my diary of 1913, interspersed with appointments, I find 
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on every page references to Odile. I copy some for you at 
random : 

October 20, Her exactingness. How much one prefers people who 
are clillicult to please. How pleasant it was to arrange for her with 
diffidence a Inmch of wild flowers — cornflowers, margtierites, sun- 
flowers — or a symphony in white arum lilies and white tulips . . . 

Her humiliiy. 1 know quite well what you want me to be like 
— ^very serious, very pure ... a very good bourgeois French house- 
wife . . . and yet be sensual, but only with you . . . you’d better 
give it up as hopeless, Dickie, I shall never be like that.’ 

Her modest pride. ‘Yet I have quite a lot of small qualities . . - 
I have read more than most women ... I know a lot of beautiful 
verses by heart ... I can arrange flowers ... I dress well , . . and I 
love you, yes, perhaps you don’t believe it, but I love you very much.’' 

October 25th. There should exist a love so perfect that every 
feeling could be shared at the same instant with the beloved. There 
were some days, before I knew Francois well when I was almost 
grateful to him for being so nearly the man Odile could love . . . But 
tiien jealousy was stronger and Francois too imperfect. 

October 28th. To love in others what little of you they contain. 

October 29th. Sometimes you were impatient with me ; I loved 
your impatience tool 

A litdc further on I find this short note; 

‘I have lost more than I possessed/ It exactly expresses my 
feelings at that time. When Odile was present, much as I 
loved her I was alienated from her by her faults; when 
absent she became the goddess and by endowing her with 
the virtues she lacked I again became her Knight Errant. 
During our engagement my superficial knowledge of her 
produced the same distortion of love and desire, as distance 
and faithlessness were doing now. I loved Odile when 
distant and faithless more than I ever had when she was 
present and devoted. 


XXI 

Towards the end of the year I heard of Odile and Fran^ois^ 
marriage. It was a painful moment but the knowledge that 
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henceforth there was nothifig to be done helped me to find 
the courage to live. 

After my father’s death I made many changes in the 
management of the paper-works, had more leisure and was 
able to get in touch with some of the friends of my youth 
from whom m,y marriage had separated me, particularly 
Andre Hallf and Bertrand. I tried to resume my neglected 
reading and studies and began to attend lectures at the 
Sorbomie and the College de France. It was surprising to 
find myself so changed and so indifferent to problems that 
formerly absorbed me. Flad I really been so seriously con- 
cerned as to whether I was an idealist or a materialist? All 
metaphysics had ceased to interest me. 

, J, .left my office at five o’clock in the afternoon, went into 
^society far more than in former days and noticed with 
sadness that I now sought the pleasures Odile had tried so 
jhard.to force upon me. 

Many women I had met at. Avenue Marceau, knowing me 
to be alone and fairly free, invited me to their houses. On 
nSaturday evenings I went to Helene de Thianges who was 
always at home on that day. She received men of letters, 
politicians and important business men. Her father, M 
Pascal-Bouchet, was an industrialist and occasionally arrived 
;from Normandy with his second daughter Fran^oise. 

■ , -.Though suffering still acutely from my wound, I could 
.how pass whole days without thinking of Odile or Frainjois, 
,As Odile was now Mine de Crozant many people did not 
•know she had been my wife and having met her in Toulon, 
■where she was considered the beauty of the town, they some- 
times spoke of her ' in my presence. Flelene de Thianges 
tried fo silence them or to lead me away but I wanted to 
listen. It was not generally thought that the marriage was 
going well. Yvonne Provost was often in Toulon and I asked 
her to tell me frankly what she knew. 

It is very difficult to explain ; I have not seen much of 
them . . . My impression is that even on the day of their 
"marriage they both already knew they were making a mis- 


this Marccnat;, but you asked me. She certainly loves him 
anore than he loves her, but she tries to hide it because of 
•her pride, I had a meal with them . . . The atmosphere was 
distressing . . . She said some of those nice, rather naive little 
things that you used to admire and Francois snubbed her . . . 
He is so brutal at times, it hurts me . . . one could see she 
was trying to please him and wanted at all costs to talk of 
subject s that would interest- him ... of course she did not 
talk about them well, and Francois replied in an impatient, 
contemptuous manner — “Oh yes, Odile — of course, yes,” 
llogcr and I felt sorry for her.’ 

I spent the winter of 1913-14 in trivial intrigues with 
women, unnecessary business trips and studies that were 
■never fruitful as I was unable to take anything seriously. 

; Towards the end of May Helene de Thianges began to 
give garden parties. She threw cushions on the lawn for the 
women and the men sat on the grass. The first Saturday 
kn June there was a gathering of writers and politicians 
grouped round Tabbe Cenival. H616ne’s little dog was at 
her feet and she said very seriously: 

'Father, have animals got souls? Because if they haven’t 
I just don’t understand anything. How can my little dog 
who has suffered so much . . .’ 

. ‘Bitt of course,’ he answered, 'why should you think they 
haven’t?. . . . They have very small souls.’ 

‘It is not very orthodox,’ said someone, ‘but it is disturbing.’ 
I was sitting a little way off with an American, Beatrice 
Howell, listening to the conversation. 

' 'I am sure they have souls,’ she said, 'there is really no 
difference between them and us ... I was thinking of this 
only today when I spent the afternoon at the Zoo, I adore 
animals, Marcenar.’ 

‘So do I— shall we go there together one day?’ 

‘With pleasure , . . what was I saying? Oh yes — this after- 
noon I was watching the otters. I like them because they 
ishine like wet rubber. They were turning round in circles 
binder the water, raising their heads every two minutes to 
breathe, and I felt sorry for them, thinking what a mono- 
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tonous life the poor beasts had. Then I thought: “And 
how about us? What are we doing but turning round in 
circles under water all the week and on Saturdays at six 
o'clock we show our heads at Helene’s, on Tuesdays at the 
Duchess of Rohan’s, or Madelaine Lemairc’s and on Sundays 
at Mme de Martel’s . . It is much the same thing don’t 
you think?’ 

At this moment I saw Commander Prcvost and his wife 
arriving; I was sttruck by their grave expression. Helene 
rose to greet them. I watched her because I liked the 
gracious animation she showed when welcoming her guests^ 
I always told her she looked like a white butterfly alighting 
delicately here and there. 

The Prevosts began telling her something and her face 
became serious. She looked round uneasily, and seeing me 
turned her eyes away. They moved a few steps further off. 

*Do you know the Prevosts?’ I asked Beatrice Howell. 

'Yes — have been to their house in Toulon. They have a 
lovely old place ... I like those quays at Toulon, the sea 
and the old French houses blend so beautifully.’ 

Several people had now joined Helene and the Prevosts. 
They were all talking rather loudly and I thought I heard 
my name. 

‘What is the matter?’ I said to Mrs Howell. ‘Let’s go 
and see.’ 

I helped her to get up and brushed a few blades of grass; 
from her dress. 

Helene saw us coming and moved towards me. 

‘Excuse me,’ she said to Beatrice, ‘I would like a word 
with Marcenat.’ 

‘Listen,’ she said, ‘I am heart-broken to be the first to tcH 
you this appalling news, but I don’t want to risk — well — the 
Prevosts have just told me that your wife , . . that Odile 
killed herself this morning at Toulon, with a revolver.’ 
‘Odile?— My God I Why?’ 

I imagined Odile’s frail body pierced by a bleeding wound 
and a phrase went through my head: ‘Under the influence 
o£ Mars, fatally condemned . . 
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‘Nobody knows/ she said. ‘Leave at once without saying, 
goodbye to anyone. As soon as I know anything I will 
telephone.’ 

I started walking at random towards the Bois. What 
could Inive happened? My poor child, why hadn’t she sent 
for me if she was unhappy? With what wild joy I would have 
gone to her rescue and taken her back and consoled her! 
From the first day I had seen Francois I knew he would be 
Odile’s evil genius. I recalled that dinner party and the 
vivid impression I had of being a father who has unwittingly- 
brought his child into a contaminated area. That day I felt 
she must be saved as soon as possible. I had not saved 
• her 

Odile dead . . . Passing women looked at me anxiously. 
Perhaps I was talking out loud ... So much beauty, so much 
charm ... I remembered standing by her bed, holding her 
hand while she recited to me: 

From too much love of living 
From hope and fear set free ... 

^The weariest river, Dickie/ she said to me in an assumed 
doleful voice . . . And I replied : ‘Don’t talk like 'that, darling, 
you will make me cry.’ 

Odile dead . . . Ever since wc met I had looked at her with 
a superstitious fear. Too beautiful . . . One day at Bagatelle 
an old gardener said to us: 

‘Tlie most beautiful roses fade the soonest . . / 

Odile dead ... If I had been able to sec her again for a 
quarter of an hour with the understanding that I should 
then die with her, I would have accepted at once. 

I don’t know how I got home or went to bed. Towards, 
daybreak I fell asleep and dreamt I was dining with Aunt 
Cora. The other guests were Andre Halff, Flelenc de 
Thianges, Bertrand and my cousin Renee. I looked every- 
where for Odile, At last, after prolonged anxiety, I found 
her stretched out on a sofa. She was pale and seemed very 
ill and I thought: ‘Yes — she is ill, but she is not dead. 
What a ghastly dream!’ 
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My first impulse was to go to Toulon tbc next clay, but for a 
week I was feverish and delirious. Bertrand and Andre 
nursed me with great devotion ; Heltme brought me flowers 
•several times. When I recovered ray balance I asked hc:r 
anxiously what she knew. The accounts she had heard, like 
those I w^as given later myself, were contradictory. 

The truth seemed to be that Francois, acciistoraed to com- 
plete independence, had soon tired of the marriage. Odile 
had disappointed him. Indulged by me, she had shown her- \ 
self to be rather exacting just at the time when Francois loved 
her less. He had thought her intelligent; she w^as not, at 
least not in the ordinary sense of the word. I knew this well, 
hut did not mind. He had tried to impose a discipline on her 
mind and on her behaviour. Tliey were both proud and had 
■offended each other deeply. 

Sometime later a woman told me what Fran^;ois had con- 
fided to her about Odile. 

'She was very beautiful,’ he said, ‘and I really loved her. ^ 
But her first husband had spoilt her. She was madly coquet- " 
tish. She was the only woman who ever made me suffer . . . 

I defended myself ... I dissected her and showed her up 
naked and exposed. I saw all the workings of her small, 
rieceitful mind . . . and showed her tliat I saw them . . . She 
thought she could recapture me by exercising her charm . . . 

Then she understood that she was defeated . . . Naturally I 
regret what has happened, but I have no remorse. There is 
nothing I can do now.’ 

When I knew about this conversation I had a horror of 
Francois. Yet at times I admired him. He had been stroiiger j 
than I was and possibly more intelligent ; above all stronger, 
i understood Odile just as he had done but the difference 
between us was that I had not the courage to tell her so. 

Was Francois’ cynicism more admirable than my weakness? 
After long and serious reflection I too regretted nothing. To 
•destroy a woman and bring her to despair is easy. I still 
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think, even after ray failure, that it was finer to try to love 
her, even against her will. 

All that, however, docs not dearly explain Odile’s suicide. 
What is certain is that Fran9ois was not in Toulon on the day 
she killed herself. During the war Bertrand met a young 
man who had dined with Odile on the eve of her suicide, 
Tlicrc were three naval officers and three other women friends 
present. The conversation had been very gay. While drink- 
ing chain pagne Odile had laughingly said to her companions : 

‘You know, I shall kill myself tomorrow at midday.’ 

She had been calm all the evening and this unknown man 
had noticed and described to Bertrand the white, luminous 
brilliance of her beauty. 

I was ill for a month. Then I went to Toulon. I spent 
several days there, covering Odile’s grave with white flowers. 
Onc evening at the cemetery an old woman came up to me 
and said she had been Mme de Crozant’s maid and recognised 
me from the photograph in one of her mistress’s drawers. 
She went on to say that in the* first weeks Odile, while appear- 
ing very gay in public, looked in despair as soon as she was 
alone. 

‘Sometimes, when I w^ent in to Madam’s room I found her 
sitting in an armchair, her head on her hands . . . she seemed 
as if she were looking at death.’ 

I talked to her for a long time and was glad to see that she 
had adored Odile. 

Tiicrc wa.s nothing for me to do in Toulon and at the 
beginning of July I decided to go and live at Gandumas. 
There I tried to work and read, went for long walks over the 
moors and got sleep through air and exercise. I continued 
to dream of Odile nearly every night, and usually saw myself 
in a church or a theatre ; the place next to me was empty. 
Suddenly I thought: ‘Where is Odile?’ I searched for her 
and saw pale, dishevelled women but none of them looked 
like her. Then I woke up. 

It was impossible for me to work or even go to the factory. 
I had no wish to see any human being and clung to my sor- 
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row. Each morning I went alone towards the village; the 
sound of the organ coming from the church was so delicate 
and fluid duat it mingled with the air and seetned to be part 
■of it, I imagined Odile beside me in the light dress she 
w^orc the day wc walked together for the first time in Florence 
under the black cypresses. Why was she lost to me? I 
sought the word or act that had transformed this great love 
into such a sad story, but I could not find it. Jn all the 
gardens there were roses that she would have loved. It was 
during one of these walks to Chardeuil on a Saturday in 
August that I heard the rolling of drums and a voice calling 
out : ‘Mobilisation of armed forces by land and sea.’ 




I 



P iiiLiprE^ I have come to work in your study and it is 
hard to bclivc that I shah not find you here. You are 
still so living to me. I see you sitting in your armchair, 
a book in your hand, then at your table, your eyes evading 
mine as you no longer listen to my words, I see you receiving 
a friend and endlessly turning a pencil round between your 
long fingers. It is three months since that agonising night 
when you said: ‘Isabelle, I am suffocating. I believe I am 
going to die,’ in a voice that was no longer yours. Shall I 
forget it? How terrible to thinlc that my suffering may come 
to an end, I remember how it pained me when you said with 
your cruel sincerity: ‘Now I have lost Odile for ever, I can 
no longer see her features.’ You loved her deeply. I have 
just re-read the long story you wrote for me at the time of 
our marriage ; through that, something of Odile will remain ; 
of me, nothing. I envied her. Yet you loved me too, I have 
your letters of 1919. You loved me then, perhaps too much! 
I remember saying you overestimated me, that when you saw 
your mistake you would do me less than justice and think 
nothing of me. You told me that Odile once remarked: ‘You 
expect too much of women and place them too high. It is 
dangerous,’ She was right. 

During the last fortnight I have resisted the desire which 
grows ever stronger to write about our life for myself as you 
wrote about yours for me. Do you think I could do if, even 
badly? I want to write as you did, with truth and justice. 
It will be hard. One is tempted to be indulgent to oneself. 
It was one of my faults and you sometimes blamed me for it. 
You used to say: ‘Don’t pity yourself.’ I have your letters 
and the red notebook you hid with such care. I have the 
little journal I began and you asked me to give up ... I am 


sitting in your place. A frightening silence encloses me. Do 
I dare to try? . . . 

II 

Our house was in the rue Ampere, My white bedroom was 
gradually getting faded and dirty. My study was usctl as a 
store-room, I had my supper there with my governess when 
there were large dinner parties. The over-worked butler 
Irrought our meals consivSting of lukewarm soup and melting 
ices at about ten o’clock. He seemed to understand as I did 
the obscure, almost humiliating, part I played as an only 
child in the house. How unhappy I was ! You used to say : 
‘You were not as unhappy as you tliink you were,’ No, I do 
not deceive myself. I was unhappy. Was it my parents’ 
fault? I have often blamed them, but now softened by this 
more potent suffering, I look at the past with fresh eyes. I 
realise that they meant well but it seems to me their method 
was severe and dangerous as the result has shown. 

I say ‘my parents’, I should say ‘my mother’, as my father 
who was always very busy only asked that his daughter 
should be silent and invisible. For a long time his aloofness 
gave him prestige in ray eyes. I considered him a natural ally 
against my mother because several times he answered her in 
a tone of amused scepticism when she complained of my bad 
character. 

‘You remind me of my chief, M Delcasse ; he places himself 
behind Europe and says he is making her advance . . . You 
think that one can mould another human being . , , oh, no, 
ray dear, we think we are actors but we are no more than 
spectators.” 

My mother glanced at him reproachfully, anxiou.sly draw- 
ing his attention to my presence by a gesture. She was not 
unkind but sacrificed my happiness and her own to imaginary 
dangers 

Later Philippe said to me ; ‘Your mother suffers from 
excessive prudence.’ It was true. She regarded life as a hard 
fight, against which one must be inured, 
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‘'A spoilt girl will be an unhappy woman/ she used to say, 

V-'^onc must not accustom a child to think she is well-off ; God 
■knows what is in store for her. It is bad for a girl to be paid 
compliments.’ She repeatedly told me that I was not pretty 
and would find it difficult to make myself popular. She saw 
tJrat this made me cry but in her view childhood w'as what 
earthly life is to those who fear hell ; it was necessary, even at 
the price of harsh treatment, to guide my body and soul 
tow'ards a temporal salvation, the entrance to which was 
marriage, the Last Judgement. 

. Perhaps such an education might have been good for me 
if I had had, like her, sclf-confidcncc, beauty and a strong will. 
But being shy by nature it made me sullen. From the age of 
eleven I avoided the company of others and sought refuge 
in reading. I had a passion for history, and the sufferings of 
die Carmelite and the martyrdom of Joan of Arc gave me a 
strange pleasure. I believed that I too would have been 
capable of unlimited physical courage. My father despised 
cowardice and forced me while still quite small to stay alone 
in the garden at night. When I was ill he wanted me to be 

’ s treated without sympathy or tenderness. I trained myself 
to think of visits to the dentist as stages on the road towards 
heroic saintliness. 

Wlien my father felt the Quai d’Orsay and was appointed 
Ambassador to Belgrade, my mother closed the house in the 
rue Ampere for several months of the year and sent me to 
stay with ray grandparents at Loz^re. There I w^as even 
more unhappy. I did not like the country. I preferred 
monuments to landscapes, and churches to forests. When I 
read over my diary of that period I have the impression of 
flying over a desert of boredom in a very slow aeroplane. It 
seemed as though I should never stop being fifteen, sixteen, 
seventeen years old. My parents, who believed they were 
bringing me up well, killed in me all taste for happiness. 
The first ball, which for many women has gay and brilliant 
memories, is associated in my mind with feelings of painful 
humiliation. It w^as in 1913. My mother had my dress made 
at home by her maid. I knew it was ugly but she despised. 
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luxury and said; ‘Men do not look at dresses, one does not 
like a woman for her clothes.' I had no success at parues,4, 

I was awkward and was considered stiff, clumsy and preten- 
tious. I was stiff because I spent my hfc m a state of repres- 
sion clumsy because I was allowed no freedom of niovenicut 
or s'peedi, pretentious because being too sliy and modest to 
talk with ease of myself or of light and amusing matters. I 
took refuge in serious subjects. At dances my rather pedantic 
seriousness kept young men at a distance. 

How I longed for the man who would remove me from 
this slavery, those long walks at Lozere when I saw no one,, 
and knew in the morning that nothing would happen all day 
except an hour’s walk with Mile Chauvicre. I imagined my 
deliverer, handsome and charming. Every time they gave 
Siegfried at the Opera I begged Mile Chauviere to arrange 
for me to go, because I saw myself as a captive Walkyrie who 
could only be saved by a hero. 

My repressed eiith.usia.sin which took, a religious xorin at 
the time of my first communion, found a new outlet during 
the war. In August 1914, having a nursing diploma, I asked ^ , 
to be sent to a hospital in the military zone. My father wa&^^ 
then ‘en pste’ far from France and my mother with him. 

My grandparents, distracted by the declaration of war, 
allowed me to go. The ambulance I joined at Belmont had 
been presented by the Baronne Choin. The sister in charge 
of the hospital was Mile Renee Marcenat. She was a beauti- 
ful proud and intelligent girl and saw at once that there 
were reserves of strength in me, and in spite of my youth 
made me her assistant. , t i 

I discovered there that people liked me. One day 1 heard 
Renee Marcenat say to Mmc Choin: Isabelle is my best ^ 
nurse; she has only one fault — she is too pretty. This gave ^ 
me great pleasure. 

A second-lieutenant in the Infantry whom wc nursed for a 
slight wound asked permission to write to me when he left 
the hospital. The thought of die dangers he would be 
exposed to prompted me to answer in a more emotional tone 
than I felt ; he replied affectionately and from one letter to 
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■•^:anodTLcr I found myself engaged to him. I could not believe 
it. It seemed to me unreal but at that time life was mad 
;and everything was done at top speed. When my parents 
were consulted they wrote that Jean de Cheverny belonged 
to a good family and they approved of my marriage. I 
knew nothing about Jean. He was gay and handsome. We 
had four days of solitude in an hotel in the Place dc FEtoilc, 
then he rejoined his regiment and I went back to the 
hospital. That was the whole of my married life. Jean had 
counted on getting another leave during the winter, but was 
> killed at Verdun in February 1916. At that moment I 
thought I loved him. When I received his papers and a 
little photograph of myself found on him after his death I 
cried a great deal and in good faith. 


HI 

My father was appointed Minister to Pekin at the time of 
the Armistice. He asked me to accompany him there; I 
refused, I was too accustomed to independence to tolerate 
family control again. My income enabled me to live alone. 
With my parents’ approval I converted the second floor of 
their house into a small flat and linked my life with Renee 
Marccnat’s. After the war she entered the Pasteur Institute 
where she disdngiiishcd herself. She had no difficulty in 
employing me to work with her in the laboratory. 

T became attached to Renee and admired her. I envied the 
•authority with which she acted, yet I felt that she was vulner- 
able. She tried to give the impression that she did not wish 
to marry, but by the tone of her voice when talking of her 
cousin Philippe Marcenat, I felt she was in love with him. 

Tie is a very reserved person,’ she said, "and seems aloof 
if one docs not know him well, but in reality he is almost 
frighteningly sensitive . . . The war did him good by forcing 
him away from his normal life. He is no more fit to be the 
director of a paper-works than I am to be a great actress . . 

13111 why? Does he do anything dse?’^ 


‘Noj he reads a lot and is very cultivated ... lie is a most ^ 
remarkable person, I assure you . , . you would like him ( 
immensely.'' 

Many young men now paid me attention. Post-war 
standards were free and easy and I was alone. In the circle 
of doctors and young sdiolars who surrounded Renee I met 
interesting men but there wasS no-one who really attracted 
me. I could not believe it when they said t:hey loved me. 

My mother’s verdict: *You are unfortunately plain', obsessed 
me, in spite of the denials I heard when I was a nurse, A . 
sense of inferiority was deeply implanted in me. I thought \ 
men cither wanted to marry me for my money or take me 
as an easy and unexacting mistress for a few evenings, 

Renee brought me an invitation to dine with the Baronne 
Choin ; she herself went quite often on Tuesdays. 

‘It would bore me,’ I said, ‘I hate society.’ 

‘No, you will see she nearly always has interesting people. 
And next Tuesday my cousin Philippe will be there and if 
you are bored w^e can always make a little group of three.’ 

‘Oh, very well — should like to meet him.’ J 

Renee succeeded in making me want to know Philippe*^ 
Marcenat. When she told me the story of his marriage I 
remembered having met his wife and thinking her very 
beautiful. It was said that he still loved her and although 
Renee evidently did nor approve of all her actions, she 
admitted that it was impossible to find a more perfect face. 

‘Only,’ she said, ‘I cannot forgive her for the way she 
behaved to Philippe who was loyalty itself to her.’ 

I asked many details about the marriage and even read 
certain passages in Philippe’s letters to Renee during the 
war and liked their melancholy tone. 

Mine Choin's broad staircase and her numerous flunkeys 
displeased me. Entering the drawing-room I saw Rcncc 
standing near the mantelpiece beside a very tall man with 
his hands in his pockets. Philippe Marcenat was not hand- 
some but I thought he looked kind and reassuring. When 
he was introduced to me it was the first time in my life 
that I did not feel shy with a stranger. I was pleased to 
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find myself placed next to him at table. After dinner an 
instinctive manoeuvre brought us together. 

‘Would you like to have a quiet talk?’ he asked, ‘if so 
come with me, I know this house very well.’ 

lie took me into the Chinese boudoir. What I remembered 
of tliis conversation was an exchange of the experiences of 
our childhood. Philippe told me about his life at Limousin 
and we were amused to find how similar our youth and our 
families had been. Gandumas was furnished like our house 
in the rue Ampere. Philippe’s mother, like mine, had said: 
‘Men do not notice clothes.’ 

‘Yes, this peasant and bourgeois heredity of so many 
French families is very strong and in a certain way rather 
fine,’ he said, ‘but for me it is no longer any good, I have 
lost my faith . . .’ 

‘Not I,’ I replied laughingly, ‘do you know there are things 
that I just can’t do . . . although I live alone, I could not buy 
flowers or sweets for myself. It would seem to me immoral 
and would give me no pleasure.’ 

Fie looked at me in astonishment. 

‘Do you really mean that? You can’t buy flowers?’ 

‘I can for a dinner or a tea party, but just for myself, for 
the mere pleasure of looking at them — ^no I can’t.’ 

‘Don’t you like them?’ 

‘Oh yes . . . but I can quite well do without them.’ 

I thought I saw a sad, ironic look in his eyes and changed 
the subject. No doubt it was this second part of our conver- 
sation that struck Philippe because in his red diary I find 
this note: 

March 23rd, 1919. Dined at Aunt Cora’a. Spent all the evening 
with Renee’s pretty friend, Mme de Cheverny, in the Chinese boudoir. 
Strange . . . Sire is not at all like Odile and yet . . . Perhaps it was 
ju.st because she was wearing a white dress . . . Gentle, shy . . . It 
was difficult to make her talk. Then she became confiding; ‘Some- 
thitig hapixuicd this morning,’ she said, ‘which ... I don’t know- 
how to tell you . . . well it made me indignant. A woman I hardly 
know, not an intimate friend, you understand, rang me up and said: 
“I’m pretending I am lunching with you today, Isabelle, don’t give 
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me away.” How can one lie like that and expect to find an accom- 
plice? I think it is a mean trick.’ 

‘One must be indulgent; many women have difficult lives.' 

‘They have difficult lives because they make them so. They think 
that unless they surround themselves with an atmosphere of mystery 
they will be bored ... It is not true ; life is not made up of petty 
little intrigties. Don’t you agree?’ 

Renee came and sat beside us saying: ‘May I disturb this tete-a- 
tete?’ 

Then, as we w’ere silent, ahe rose, laughing, and went away. Her 
friend remained pensive for a moment, then continued: 

‘Well, don’t you think that love is only worth having if there is 
complete confidence between two people and they can look into each 
other’s minds and hearts without seeing a flaw?’ 

At this moment .she no doubt thought she had hurt me and she 
blushed. It was true that her remark had wounded me a little. She 
then said a few kind words with an awkwardness that was touching. 
Rende returned with Dr Maurice de Fleury and there followed a 
conversation about the secretions of the endocrine glands. I admired 
Rende’s precise mind. I received a pleasant farewell glance from 
her friend. 

I also remember the phrase that had wounded Philippe and 
thought about it when I got home. The next morning I 
wrote a few lines to tell him I was sorry to have been so 
clumsy in expressing my sympathy because, through hearing 
about him from Renee I had felt very friendly towards him 
for a long time. I added that I should be very glad, as he 
was alone, if he would come and .see me sometimes. lie 
replied; 

Your letter confirmed the impression I had formed from your face. 
You spoke of my sadness and loneliness with such natural, sponta- 
neous sympathy and kindness, that I felt immediate confidence in 
you and gratefully accept the friendship you offer. You can ha\'e 
no idea how precious it will be to me. 

I invited Philippe and Renee to lunch. Then wc both 
lunched with him. I much admired his little fiat and remem- 
ber particularly two fine Sisleys (lavender-blue landscapes of 
the Seine) and the soft-coloured flowers on the table. Con- 


Tcrsation was easy, amusing and serious at the same time 
and it was evident that we three got on well together. 

It was then lienee’s turn to invite Philippe and me and he 
offered to take us to the dicatre the next day ; we soon got 
in the habit of going out with him two or three times a 
week. During these outings I was amused to notice that 
lienee took care to make it evident that she and Philippe 
were the hosts and I was the guest. I accepted this attitude, 
hut knew instinctively that Philippe would have preferred 
to be alone with me. One evening Renee was not well 
enough to come and he and I went out together. At dinner 
he spoke of his own accord and very frankly about his 
marriage. Then I understood that what Renee had told me 
about Odile was not altogether true. From her account I 
imagined Odile to be a very beautiful but dangerous woman. 
"When listening to Philippe I saw her as a frail child who 
had tried her best. I very much liked him that evening and 
admired the tender memory he kept of a woman who had 
made him suffer. For the first time I began to think that 
perhaps he was the hero I was waiting for. 

At the end of April he went for a long journey. He had 
not been well, coughed a good deal and his doctors advised 
a warm climate. I received a card from Rome: 

Cara stgnora, I write to you in front of an open window ; the sky 
Is i)lue and eloiidlcs.s ; on the Forum the columns and triumphal 
qirches emerge from a sandy golden haze. Everything is incredibly 
hcautiful. 

Then a card from Tangier s: 

First stage of a dream journey on a sea of pearl grey and violet. 
Tangiers? It is reminiscent of Constantinople, Asniferes tind Toulon. 
It is dirty and grandiose like all the East. 

Then a telegram from Oran: 

Come to lunch with me Thursday one o’clock—-- kindest regards 
Marcenat, ■ 

That morning when I saw Renee at the laboratory, I said : 
’‘So we’re lunching with Philippe on Thursday?’ 
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'What? Has he come back?’ 

I showed her the telegram: her face assinned a pained 
expression that I had never seen on it before. She quickly 
pulled herself together, 

‘Oh~I sec/ she said, 'well you will lunch by yourselves as 
he has not invited me.’ 

I was very embarrassed. Later on I knew frotii Philippe 
himself that his principal reason for going away was t(i put 
an end to the intimacy between him and Rcitee, Their 
families treated them like an engaged couple, and this: 
exasperated him. Renee slipped out of his life without a 
murmur. She remaimed our friend, though at times a rather- 
embittered one. It was entirely through her that I had 
learned to admire Philippe, and yet from that moment 
Renee welcomed almost cruelly anything that j^laced him 
in a bad light. 

Philippe said; It is only human,’ but I was less indulgent. 


IV 

Throughout the summer Philippe and I saw a great deal of 
each other. He went to his office, took a few hours off each 
day, and only went to Gandumas once a month. Pie tele- 
phoned me every morning and in the afternoon when it was 
fine we took a walk, in the evening we went out to dinner 
or a theatre. Philippe was a most delightful friend and tried 
to gratify my slightest wish. He sent me flowers, a book we 
had talked about or something he admired during one of our 
walks. I say he admired because Philippe’s tastes were cjuitc 
different to mine. Here was a mystery that I tried in vain to 
solve. When we were together at a restaurant and women 
came in he expressed his opinion of their dresses, the parti- 
cular degree of their elegance and commented on the character 
that these details seemed to reveal. I noticed with, a kind of 
panic that his impressions were nearly always the opposite to 
mme. In my usual methodical way I tried to find rules for 
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thinking in the PJiilippe manner and for seeing everything; 
through Jiis eyes. I failed. 

'But surely that dress is pretty, isn’t it?’ I said. 

‘What!’ he replied in disgust, ‘that salmon-pink thing? 
Good heavens nol’ 

I admitted he was right but did not understand why. 

When it was a question of books or theatres it was much 
the same. From our first conversations I noticed that he 
appeared shocked because I sincerely upheld Bataille as a 
great dramatic author or Rostand as a great poet. 

‘Well — yes/ he said, ‘I was much amused, even enthusiastic 
about Cyrano when I was young and indeed it is very well, 
done, but it is not on a high level.’ 

I thought him unjust but did not dare to defend my 
opinions as I was afraid of his disapproval. The books he 
gave me (Stendhal, Proust, Merimee) bored me at first but I. 
very soon got to like them because I saw^ why they pleased 
him. Nothing was easier to understand than Philippe’s taste- 
in books ; he was one of those readers who seek only them- 
selves in what they read. Often I found his books covered 
with marginal notes that I deciphered with difficulty and 
which helped me to follow his thoughts through those of the 
author. I was passionately interested in everything that 
revealed his character. 

What astonished me most was that he took as much trouble 
to form ray taste as to entertain me. No doubt I had many 
faults, but no vanity ; I considered myself stupid and not very 
pretty and never stopped wnnclering what he could see in me. 
It was clear that he liked my company and wanted to please 
me. It w^as not that I had ever tried to attract him. My 
respect for Renee’s prior rights prevented that from the 
beginning, so there was no doubt it was he who had chosen 
me. Why? I had the flattering but disquieting feeling that 
he gave me credit for having a richer and nobler soul than I 
really possessed. In the note which I have already quoted he 
wrote ; ‘She is not at all like Odile and yet . . . perhaps it is 
just because she was wearing a white dress . . .’ I certainly 
did not resemble Odile in any way, but one can be subject to. 

I 1 5 0^ 107 


'mysterious imaginary impressions that may profoundly influ- 
^■ence one’s life. 

It is a mistake to say that love is blind ; the truth, is a lover 
is indifferent to faults and weaknesses that he sees quite 
>clcaiiy, if he believes he can find in the beloved some quality 
.important to him, though perhaps indefinable. In his heart, 
and without admitting it to himself, Philippe knew that I 
was a gentle, shy and not a remarkable woman, but he needed 
my presence. He expected me to be ready to give up every- 
thing to be with him. I was not his wife or his misStress ajid 
yet he seemed to exact a scrupulous fidelity. Several times 
.1 went out with other friends as I had been accustomed to 
•since the war. When I told him I saw that it made him so 
unhappy that I gave it up. He now rang me up every 
morning at nine o’clock. If I had already left for the Pasteur 
Institute, or if there was a delay in getting through for some 
■other reason, I found him so agitated by the evening, that I 
finally left the laboratory altogether so that he should always 
be able to find me. Thus little by little he took possession 
»of my life. 

He got into the habit of coming to see me after lunch at 
the rue Ampere. I knew Paris well and liked showing him 
<^old houses, churches and museums. He made fun of my 
precision and said laughingly: 

‘You know the dates of all the kings of France and the 
telephone numbers of all the great writers.* 

But he enjoyed these walks. I knew now what he liked ; 
for instance a splash of brilliant coloured flowers on a grey 
wall, a corner o-f the Seine glimpsed through a window from 
the Isle of Saint-Louis, a garden hidden behind a clmrcli. In 
the morning I often went alone to explore the groi,ind so as 
to be sure of taking him in the afternoon to a place he would 
like. Sometimes we went to a concert ; in music our tastes 
were nearly the same. This struck me because mine had not 
been formed by education but by spontaneous emotions I 
had experienced. 

Tims we lived an intimate, almost conjugal life Ijut Philippe 
•did not say he loved me and even repeated that he did nol 


love me wliich he thought was all the better for our friend- 
shij). One day, meeting me by chance in the Bois where we' 
had each, gone for a morning walk, he said: 

It is such a joy to see you that it seems as if I were recaptur- 
ing the emotions of adolescence. When I was sixteen I used, 
to try and meet a young woman called Denise Aubry in the- 
streets of Limoges.’ 

‘Did you love her?’ 

‘Yes — and I got tired of her as you would get tired of me if' 
I did not ration my Iiappincss for myself.’ 

‘But don’t you believe in love being shared?’ 

‘Even if it is shared, love is terrible. A woman once quoted 
a phrase which I think very true: “A love affair that goes; 
well — ^that’s to say so-so — ^is difficult, but a love that goes 
badly is hell”.’ 

I did not answer ; I had decided to let myself be led by him' 
and to do whatever he wished ... A few days later we went 
to the opera to see my dear Siegfried. It was a great pleasure- 
to hear it sitting beside the man who had become my hero. 
During the ‘Forest Murmurs’ I placed my hand without 
thinking on Philippe’s and he turned towards me with a. 
questioning, happy look on his face. Coming back in the car 
he in turn took one of my hands, raised it to his lips and kept 
hold of it. When the car stopped in front of the door he- 
said ; ‘Goodnight, darling.’ 

I replied with, a rather excitable gaiety: ‘Goodnight, my 
dear friend.’ 

I'he next morning I received a letter which he wrote- 
during the night: ‘Isabelle, the unique and exacting senti- 
ment I have for you is not only friendship . . 

He described some romantic phases of his childhood ; he 
spoke to me of the woman he had called ‘The Queen’ and' 
then ‘The Amazon’ who had always obsessed him : 

I’lu; typL- of woman who appealed to me was always the same.. 
She bail to ha fragile, unhappy, also frivolous and yet wise. You see 
tire robust authority of a Renee could have nothing in common with 
her. The moment I met Odile I knew she was the one I had always 
wnited for. What can I say to you? You certainly have a little of 
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-.that mysterious essence which for me holds the. greatest compensation 
in life. It ijn;iudcs ia douceur de vivre’ ; without it I have wished to 
die. Love, friendship? What docs it matter what wo call it? It is a 
-deep, tender sentiment, a great hope. My darling, I long for your 
lips, and I want to touch the bristles at the back of your neck where 
your hair has been clipped. rjui.u>eK 

That evening I went out with him. Wc met at the Salle 
Gaveau to hear some Russian music. On arriving I said with 
.a smile : ‘Good evening ... I got your letter.’ 

Ue became rather cold, and talked of something else. Bur 
in the car coming home I gave him the lips he had wanted 
for so long. 

The following Sunday we went to the forest of Fontaine- 
bleau. 

‘I should love to show you, who are such a keen Wagnerian, 
■a place near Barbizon that really reminds me of the ascent to 
Valhalla. It consists of boulders embedded under pine trees 
4:hat rise towards the sky, It is chaotic and gigantic, yet very 
well organised, in fact altogether “The Twilight of the Gods”. 
I know that you don’t care for landscapes but you ought to 
■like this one because it is rather theatrical,’ 

I had put on a simple white dress so as to be like a Walkyric 
myself. Philippe admired it, In spite of my elforts it was 
^•seldom he liked my dresses ; he nearly always studied them 
with a critical air and said nothing. That day I saw that he 
.looked at me with pleasure. The forest was as beautiful as he 
had described it, A path wound through the huge moss- 
•covered rocks. Several times Philippe held my hand to guide 
me over the stones and his arm closed round me when I had 
to jump. We stretched ourselves out on the grass, my head 
.-resting on his shoulder. Pine trees planted in a circle gave u.s 
,the impression of being at the bottom of a dark well whose 
■edges enclosed the blue sky, 

V 

I wondered if Philippe wanted to be my husband or my 
lover. My devotion to him. was great enough to make me 
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accept even this uncertainty. He should be the arbiter of 
mj destiny and the decision must rest with him. I waited 

With conndence. 

Sometimes a more definite indication seemed to be sug- 
gested by Ins words. “ 

I must .show you Bruges.’ he said. It is a delightful place 
' V., yet taken even the smallest trip together.’ 

Ihc idea of going away wMi him enchanted me; I smiled 

followSgdiys 

July was intensely hot. All our friends were going off for 
their holidays; 1 did not want to leave Paris as it would mean 
being separated from Philippe. One evening he took me to 
dine at Saint Germain. We stayed for a long time on the 
terrace Pans was spread out at our feet, its twinkling lights 
resembled stars reflected in a dark sea. Couples were laughing 
in the shadows, voices singing in the arbours. Nearby a 
grass serenaded us. While driving back in the 
car Philippe spoke of his family and said several times : 

When you come to Ganduraas . . . when you get to know 
my mother well . . The word marriage was never mentioned. 

He left for Gandumas the next morning, where he remained 
a fortnight, and wrote to me frequently. Before returninec 
Phihppe sent me tlie long story of his life with Odile, which 
I have already spoken about. It interested and surprised ,me 
and I discovered in it an anxious and jealous Philippe whom I 
had never imagined, and also a cynical one at certain crises. 

I realised that he wanted to give me a true picture of himself 
m order to avoid any painful surprises. But his self-portrait 
did not frighten me. What would it matter to me if he were 
jealous? I should never wish to be unfaithful to him and 
should not mind his making friends with other women in 
fact I would accept ariything. His whole behaviour and con- 
versation led me to think that he wanted to marry me. I was 
very hapiy and yet a slight anxiety spoilt my pleasure; a 
shade or annoyance sometimes passed over his face while I 
was talking or when he watched my movements. This had 
become more marked and appeared oftener recently. Several 
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times in the course of an evening that began in perfect har- 
mony, I had the impression that he suddenly w^ithdrew into J 
himself at some words of mine and was sad and thoughtfuL 
I tried to reconstruct what I had said. All my remarks seemed, 
to have been harmless. I longed to understand what had 
shocked him, but could think of nothing, Philippe's reactions, 
seemed to me mysterious and unpredictable. 

‘Do you know what you ought to do Philippe? I’cll me- 
everything that you don’t like about me. I know there are 
things . . . Am I wrong?' 

‘No — ^l)ut they are very small things.’ 

‘I should so much like to know what they are and try to* 
correct them,' 

‘Very well — the next time I go away I will tell you in a 
letter.’ 

At the end of the month when he was at Gandumas for 
two days I received die following ; 


What 1 like about you ; 
. You. , , 


What 1 don’t like : 
Nothing. 

What I have just written is true in a sense, but not altogether.. 
Perhaps it would be more accurate to put the same traits in hoth> 
columns, because there are details that I like as fragments of -you but. 
I should not care for them in anyone else. Let’s try again: 


What I like about you ; 
Your black eyes, your long eye- 
lashes, the line of your neck and 
shoulders, your figure. 


What I don’t like ; 

The rather clumsy stiffness of 
your gestures, your air of r 
girl found guilty. 


I little 


Above all — a mixture of courage 
and -weakness, boldness and 
timidity, modesty and ardour. 
There is something heroic in 
you ; it is very well hidden be- 
neath a lack of will-power in 
small things, but it is there. 


Above all — a refusal to sec and’ 
accept life as it i.s ; an idc;)li.sn'ri 
taken from Anglo-Saxon maga- 
zines ,* an irritating sent, {men- 
tality. Your severity towards, 
other people’s weaknesses. 


What I like about you : 
Your sports clothes. 


Your conscientious little soul, 
your simplicity, your tidiness, 
your well kept books and note- 
books. 

Your good-sense. 

Your modesty. 


What I donH like : 

Your dress with the yellow 
tunic; the orxiaments on your 
hats (a blue feather), your ochre 
lace dress ; everything super- 
fluous, everything that spoils the 
line. 

Your economy ; your tluifty and 
sentimental prudence. 


Your lack of recklessness. 
Your lack of pride. 


I could continue for a long time in the left-hand column. All that 
I put in the right-hand column is not quite accurate. At least I 
should add: 

What I like in you ; 

What I don’t like in you. 

Because it is all part of you and I don’t tvish to transform you, 
except in quite small things which form a veneer laid over your real 
self. For instance . . . but I must work a little. Hachette’s have asked 
me to make a special paper for a new publication and a foreman has 
just come in to submit a sample. How hard it is to tear myself away 
from a letter to you ! One more sentence on the blackboard : 

What I like about you ; 

The long and voluptuous 
dream I fall into when I begin to 
think about you. 

Chamforc relates the following: ‘A lady said to the Chevalier de B. 
“What I like about you . . “Oh, Madam I” he interrupted, “if 
you know what it is, I am lost . . ’ 

What I like in you, Isabelle . . . 

PinLipi>E 

This letter made me feel rather doubtful. I recalled 
Philippe’s critical way of looking at me occasionally. I had 
noticed for a long time that he attached a curious importance 
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not only to die least of my remarks, but also to my dresses, 
hats and all the details of my appearance; this saddened, --*( 
almost humiliated me. I now recognised in myself, to my 
surprise, certain of my mother’s ways of thinking and her 
instinctive contempt for luxury. Although I undersiood tJiat 
Philippe, my hero, was diiferent from me I thought it tin- 
worthy of him TO care so much about such trivial matters. 
However, I. wanted to please him, and made every effort to 
become what he seemed to wish me to he. I did not cniirely 
succeed and what worried me most was that I could not see 
clearly what he wanted. My economy? My lack of recklt'ss- 
ncss? Yes — it was true. I knew that I was very guarded and 
cautious. TIow strange it is,’ I thought, "'all through my 
childhood I was romantic, and reacted against the austere 
matter of fact atmosphere I was brought up in and now 
Philippe seeing me from the outside, appears to discern in me 
hereditary features that I thought I was free from.’ Reading 
over again and again what he said, I could not help trying to 
defencl myself ; Tour air of a little girl found guilty . . but 
how could I help it, Philippe? I was treated with a severity \ 
that you would find hard to imagine. T could not go out of 
the house without being accompanied by Mile Chauviere or 
my mother . . . Your Odile, Philippe, spent her childhood 
with indifferent parents who left her free and you sufl’ered 
greatly in consequence. 

'My irritating sentimentality?’ . . . it is because I was sur- 
rounded by people who had so little feeling that I ask from 
love a kind caressing atmosphere, which my family had 
deprived me of . . , ‘My modesty? my lack of pride?’ . . . 
How could I be sure of myself when, during all my youth I 
was told of my imperfections and mediocrity? ... ^ 

When Philippe returned I tried to repeat this im]>assioncd 
defence, but he laughed and vvas so affectionate that I at t)ncc 
forgot his letter. The date of our marriage was fixed and I 
was perfectly happy. 

My parents came home for the ceremony. They did not 
dislike Philippe and he liked my father’s aloof irony and said 
that my mother’s severe austerity had a poetic ‘Marcenat’ 
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-quality. My family was astonished that we did not have a 
honeymoon. To see Italy or Greece with Philippe would 
have been a great joy, but I knew that he did not wish it. I 
.understood what he felt, but my parents attached importance 
to the conventional demonstrations of happiness and on the 
day of the wedding my mother predicted a bad future for 
ray marriage. 

'Don’t give your husband the impression that you love 
him too much,’ she said, ‘or you are lost.’ 

I liad now^ acquired some independence and answered her 
.rather sharply : ‘I will look after my happiness myself.’ 


■ VI , 

My happiness during the first three months of our married 
life is unforgettable. The gradual discovery of love and 
mutual sympathy! Your delicate kindness and forethought. 
How harmonious and easy life seemed with you! I wished 
I could efface all sad and painful thoughts from your mind, 
give » you every possible joy, and sit at your feet. I felt so 
young and had forgotten my repressed childhood, my hard 
w’-ar work and the perplexity of a woman living alone. 

We spent those months at Gandumas, which I liked im- 
mensely. I had wanted to know the house and park in w'hich 
Philippe had growm up, I thought of him as a child and as a 
little boy, with maternal tenderness. My mother-in-law 
showed me photographs, schoolboy’s exercise books and his 
curls she hacl kept. I found her sensible and intelligent. We 
had many tastes in common, similar fears and tender anxiety 
for a Philippe who was no longer quite the same as the one 
■she had brought up. She said that Odile’s influence had been 
strong and not good. 

‘Before his marriage you would never have seen Philippe 
uneasy or nervous, tie had a firm and balanced mind; was 
■greatly interested in his reading and work and resembled his 
father wdio was, above all, a slave to duty. Under Odile’s 
influence Philippe became much more . . . difficult. Of course 
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this was only on the surface, his nature was unchanged, but I 
should not be surprised if you have some trouble at first.’ A 

I made her talk of Odile, whom she had not forgiven for 
making Philippe unhappy. 

'But, Mother,’ I said, ‘he adored her ; he still does ; surely 
that means that she brought him something, in spite of what; 
happened afterwards . . 

1 think he will be much happier with you and I am. 
grateful, my dear Isabelle.’ 

Wc had several conversations that would have seemed 
strange to a listener overhearing them, because it was I who I 
defended the mythical Odile created and transmitted to me ^ 
by Philippe. 

‘You astonish me,’ said my mother-in-law, ‘You want to 
make out that you knew Odile better than I did, and yet you 
had never seen her. I assure you I have nothing but pity for 
the poor girl, but after all I must tell the truth and describe 
her tO' you as I saw ser.’ 

Time passed with alarming speed as though touched by 
magic. Life seemed to have begun on the day of my marriage. 

Before going to the factory in the morning Philippe chose 
books for me. Some of them, specially diose on philosophy, 
were rather over my head, but if they were about loveT read 
them with pleasure. I copied into a little notebook passages 
that Philippe had marked in the margins. I liked going with 
my mother-in-law to the garden-city she had built in memory 
of her husband on the slopes overlooking the I..oue valley. It 
consisted of a row of clean, hygienic houses that Philippe 
thought ugly but which were comfortable and convenient. 

Mme Marcenat had planned in the centre of the village a 
group of collective institutions that interested me very much. ^ 
She showed me the domestic school, the hospital and creche. 
Owing to my war experience I was able to make suggestions. 

I had always a liking for organization and order. 

I also enjoyed going to the factory with Philippe. In a few 
days I learnt all about liis work which interested me ; I liked 
sitting opposite him in his office piled high with papers of 
every colour, reading letters from directors of newspapers. 
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and publishers or listening to workmen’s reports. Sometimes, 
when all the staff had gone out, I sat on Philippe’s knees and 
he kissed me while looking anxiously towards the door. I 
noticed with joy that he had an almost constant need of me ; 
as soon as I came near him he took me by the shoulders or 
round the waist ; I discovered that the most completely real 
person in him w'as the lover and I found a response in myself 
I had never suspected before and which now coloured my 
whole life, 

I loved being in that rather wild Limousin country that 
was impregnated with Philippe. The only place I avoided 
was the observatory in the park where I knew he had gone 
with Denise Aubry and later with Odile. I began to feel a 
strange and retrospective jealousy. Sometimes I wanted to 
know more. I questioned Pliilippe about Odile with an 
almost cruel sharpness. But these moods were fleeting. My 
only anxiety was my fear of discovering that Philippe was 
not happy in the same way as I was. That he loved me I 
could not doubt, but he had not like me a feeling of wonder- 
ment and gratitude for this new life. 

‘Philippe,’ I said to him sometimes, ‘I want to shout for joy.’ 

‘My God!’ he replied, ‘how young you are!’ 


■ VII' ■ 

At the beginning of November we returned to Paris. I told 
Philippe I should like to keep the flat I had occupied in my 
parent’s house. 

‘There are so many advantages. I pay no rent, the flat is 
furnished, it is large enough for us both and my parents won’t 
botlier us because they only come to Paris for a few weeks 
in the year. If later they return to France and settle in the rue 
Ampere there will be time enough to look for something else.’ 

Philippe refused. 

‘You are sometimes peculiar, Isabelle. I could not live in 
that house ; it is ugly and in bad taste. The walls and ceilings 
are plastered all over witli unbelievable stuccoes. Your 
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parents would never allow you to make any alterations, No^ 
I assure you, it would be a great mistake ... I should very 
much dislike our home . . / 

"Even with me, Philippe? . . . Don’t you think ])eopk' are 
more important in life than decorations? 

‘Of course one can always say that sort of thing and it 
may sound all right and true . . , But we are lost if you con- 
tinue in that vein of superficial sentimcnrality ... If yvu say 
"even with me”, I am supposed to answer: “Of course Jiot,. 
my darling,” only it would not be true. I know quite well 
that I should be dissatisfied in that house,’ 

I gave in, but wanted to tcdce the furniture my parents had 
given me to Philippe’s new flat. 

'My poor Isabelle,’ he said, ‘what is there worth preserving? 
. , . Perhaps a few bathroom chairs and a kitchen table if you 
like, and some linen cupboards. All the rest is horrible.’ 

I was distressed. I knew that none of this furniture was 
beautiful, but it made me feel at home, and above all it 
seemed mad to buy new things. I was sure that my mother 
when she returned would blame me severely, and at heart I 
should feel she was right. 

‘But what are we to do with it all then?’ 

‘Why, you must sell it, darling.’ 

‘You know we shall not get a good price ; whenever one 
wants to sell anything everyone says it is worth nothing.’ 

‘Of course. But it is of no value. For instance that sham 
Henry 11 dining-room suite ... I am astonished, Isabelle,, 
that you should cling to those horrors which you did not 
even choose yourself.’ 

‘Yes, perhaps I am wrong, Philippe ; do as you think best.’' 

This little scene was re-enacted so often about the most 
insignificant objects that I ended by laughing abcnit: it myself, 
but in Philippe’s red notebook I find the following : 

Good Heavens, I know all that is of no importance. Isabdle is so' 
perfect in other ways, so unselfish. She vyants to inalcc everyone 
round her happy. She has transformed tny mother’s life at Gandu- 
mas . . , Perhaps it is just because she has no marked tastes of her 
own tliat she is always trying to guess mine and gratify them. I 


cannot express a wish in her presence without her coming home in 
the evening with a parcel containing what I wanted. She spoils .me 
as one spoils a child, as I spoilt Odile. But I feel with sadness and 
teia-or that so much amiability only removes her further from me. I 
reproach myself and fight against it — ^and can do nothing. I need . . . 
what do I need? What has happened? I’m afraid what always happens 
to me; I wanted to embody in Isabelle my Amazon, my Queen, and 
also in a certain sense Odile, who is now confused in my memory 
with the /Vmazon. But Isabelle is not that type of woman. I have 
cast her for a role she cannot play. What is painful is that I know it 
atul yet try to love her as she is and as she is worthy to be loved, and 
I suffer. Ihit why, good God, why? I possess that rare blessing, 
a woman who gives me a great love. I have spent my life in wishing 
for a romantic love, a successful romance. I have got it and don’t 
want it. I love Isabelle and when I am with her I feel a tender but 
iiridncible boredom. Now I understand how I must have bored 
Odile in the past. This boredom is no reflection on Isabelle and does 
not prove her to be mediocre and the same could be said of me in, 
relation to Odile. It simply means that the one who is in love is 
perfectly satisfied to be in the presence of the beloved and therefore 
has no need or reason to try to fill or enrich the life of either. Yester- 
day Isabelle and I spent the whole evening in the library. I did not 
want to read. I should have liked to go out, to see new people, do 
something. Isabelle, quite happy, raised her eyes from her book every 
now and again and smiled at me. 

Oh, Philippe, dear silent Philippe, why didn’t you speak? 
I already knew so well what you were secretly thinking. No, 
you would not have hurt ray feelings by telling rae these 
things ; in fact you might have cured me. Perhaps if wc had 
told each other everything we might have been able to come 
together again. I knew I was being unwise when I said to 
you : ‘How precious every moment is ... To go in a car with 
you, to catch your eye at table, to hear your door bang . . 

It is true my one idea was to be alone with you. To 
watch and listen to you was enough for me. I had no vash 
whatever to see new people ; I feared them, but if I had known 
that you had such an intense need of them, perhaps I should 
have been different. 
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P’hilippe wanted me to meet his friends. I was surprised to 
find how numerous they were. I don’t know why I had 
imagined and hoped for a more private, more exceptional 
life. Every Saturday Philippe spent the latter part of the 
afternoon at Mmc de Thianges’ house. She seemed to be 
his most confidential friend and he also liked her sister, Mmc 
Antoine Quesnay very much. This salon was pleasant but 
rather frightened me. I could not help keeping near Philippe, 
though I saw that he was rather irritated to find me always 
in the same group. 

All these women received me charmingly, but I did not 
want to be drawn into their circle. Their ease and self- 
confidence astonished and embarrassed me ; above all I was 
surprised to find them so intimate with Philippe. There was a 
comradeship between them that I had never seen anything 
like in my family. Philippe went out with Fran^oise Quesnay 
when she was alone in Paris, or with Yvonne Provost, the 
wife of a naval officer, or with a young woman called Theresc ^ 
de Saint-Cast who wrote verses and to whom I took a dislike. 

These outings were apparently quite innocent. Philippe and 
his friends went to picture exhibitions, in the evenings to 
films and on Sunday afternoons to concerts. At first he always 
invited me to join them and sometimes I went, but I did not 
enjoy myself. On these occa.sions Philippe was lively and gay 
as he had formerly been with me. I was hurt at the sight of 
his pleasure and suffered from his taking an interest in so 
many different women. A single irresistible passion might 
have been easier to bear though perhaps more dangerous for 
my marriage, but at least the misfortune would have been i 
nearer the level of my love. It was painful to sec my hero 
attach so much importance to people who were perhaps 
agreeable, but whom I thought mediocre. One day I dared 
to say so: 

'Philippe, I should like to understand you. What pleasure 
do you find in seeing that little Yvonne Prevost? She is not 
your mistress, you have told me so, and I believe you, but 
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what then docs she mean to you? Do you think her intelli- 
gent? Personally I find her more boring than anyone/ 

‘Yvonne? Oh no, she’s not boring. You should hear her 
talk about things she knows. She is the daughter and wife of 
a sailor ; she is familiar with boats and the sea. Last spring I 
spent a few days with her and her husband on the riviera. 
\\'’c swam and went sailing ; it was great fun . . . and she is 
gay, has a good figure and is pleasant to look at ; what more 
do you want? 

‘For you? Much more. I think you are worthy of remark- 
able women and I see you going about with those who are 
pretty but insignificant.’ 

‘How unfair and censorious you are! Helene and Fran9oise 
for instance, are both remarkable women and we are very 
old friends. Before the war, when I was so ill, Helene was 
marvellous. She came to look after me, she may even have 
saved my life . . . You are strange, Isabelle! Wliat is it you 
want? That I should quarrel with the whole world in order 
to be alone with you? But I should be sick of it at the end of 
two days . . . and so would you.’ 

‘Oh no! not I. I am ready to shut myself up with you in a 
prison for the rest of my days. Only you could not stand it.’ 

‘B-ut nor could you, ray poor Isabelle; you wish for an 
isolated life because you have never tried it — ^but in reality 
you would hate it.’ 

‘Just try, darling, and you will see. Listen, Christmas is 
coming ; let us go away alone together. I should enjoy it so 
much. You know I had no honeymoon/ 

‘By all means. Where would you like to go?’ 

‘Oh, I don’t mind, it doesn’t matter so long as I am with 
you/ 

It was agreed that we should spend a few days in the 
mountains and I at once wrote to St. Moritz to engage rooms. 

The idea of this trip made me perfectly happy. But Philippe 
remained gloomy. He wrote in his notebook: 

There is an ironical sadness when one realises how few situations 
there are in relation to two human beings in this comedy of love. 
We play in turn the role of the most loved or the least loved. All the 
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answers are the same, though, the people who utter them liave 
exchanged their parts. It is now I who see myself at the end of a long 
day spent away from home, obliged to explain in detail what I ha\c 
done hour by hour. Isabelle makes an effort to control her jc-a lousy 
but I am too familiar with the disease to hesitate over the tliaguosis- 
Poor Isabelle! I pity her and cannot cure her. Rctteeting (.ur my 
actual innocence, on the laborious emptiness of the minutes -whic]), 
seem to her so mysterious, I can’t help thinking of Odilc. What 
would I not have given in the past if (.)dile had put so great a value, 
on ray actions! Eut alas! it was just because I cared so much that .she 
attached no importance to what I did. 

The longer Isabelle and I live together the more I discover the 
difference in our tastes. Sometimes in the evening I suggest trying a 
new restaurant, or going to a cinema or a music-hall. She agrees so 
mournfully that my evening is spoilt in advance, 'As you don’t 
want to, we won’t go. Let’s stay here.’ ‘If it’s all the same to you,” 
she says with relief, 'yes, I should prefer to stay here,’ 

When we go out with friends my wife’s lack of animation chills 
me ; I feel responsible. ‘It is curious,’ I .say to her, ‘you are incapable 
of taking part in an hour’s amusement.' ‘I find it all so futile,’ she 
says, ‘when there are good books on my table or I am behind-hand 
with work in the house, I feel so strongly that I am wasting my 
time. But if it amuses you I am quite ready to go out,' ‘.No,' I reply,, 
rather crossly, ‘it no longer amuses me.’ 

And a few months later I find this : 

A summer evening I managed, goodness knows how, to drag- 
Isabelle to the Fair at Ncuilly. The merry-go-round organs are 
playing negro tunes, one hears shots from the rifle-ranges, the 
clicking of lottery wheels ; a hot smell of waffles floats on the air. A 
packed and slowly moving crowd carries us along. I don’t know 
why, but I am happy ; I like this noise and madness ; I seem to find 
here an atmosphere of obscure but true poetry. ‘These men tuid 
Women arc being drawn rapidly towards death yet they .spend their 
brief moments throwing a ring over a bottle-neck or making a 
nigger spring up by a blow fiom a hammer. And no dotibt they are 
right; in the light of the oblivion that awaits us, I think Najioleon 
and Richelieu did not use their live.s any better than that little woman- 
and her soldier are doing.’ I had forgotten Isabtdle who was holding 
my arm. Suddenly she said: ‘Let’s go home, darling, this tires me 
horribly.’ I called a taxi and as we slowly forced ottr way through a 
hostile crowd I thought: ‘How, charming and gay such an evening 


would have been with Odile! She would have looked radiant as; 
she did in her hapjiiest moods, would have gambled on all the 
lotteries and been pleased to win a little glass boat. Poor Odile, who- 
so lo\ c,d life had such a short one, while, creatures made for death,, 
like Isabelle and me, continue otir monotonous existence without 
even wanting it.’ Isabelle seemed to guess ray thoughts and took 
my hand, ‘Do you feel ill? I said. ‘Oh no — but a Fair bores me so- 
much that it tires me more than anything else.' ‘So it bores you, 
Isabelle? What a pity, when I enjoy it so much.’ Then abruptly, 
and perhaps because at that moment the merry-go-round organ near 
us was playing a pre-war tune, words Odile had said to me long ago- 
while strolling through this same Fair, came back to me. At that 
time it was she who reproached me for being bored. Had I then so: 
greatly changed? Just as a house, abandoned by those who built and 
lived in it, occupied by new masters retains the perfume and even 
the spirit of the previous owners, I impregnated by Odile, now 
possessed a soul that was not originally mine. My true preferences,, 
my anxious Marcenat mind had been far nearer to Isabelle’s and yet 
I condemned in her that evening the same severity and distaste for 
pleasure which were formerly in my own nature and had been, 
effaced from it by another. 

IX 

The week before we left for the mountains Philippe met af 
Helene cle Thiangea' house the Villicrs, a couple he had known 
in .Morocco, It is difficult to find words to describe Mine- 
Villlcr. She looked proud, even triumphant — She had a 
dear-cut regular profile, a mass of fair hair, and reminded 
one of a handsome well-bred animal. As soon as wc entered 
the drawing-room she came towards us: 

'M Marcenat and 1/ she said, ‘went for a wonderful excur- 
sion in the Aalas mountains , . . You remember Said, Mar- 
cenat? , . . Said,’ she added for my benefit, ‘was our guide, a 
little Arab with sparkling eyes,’ 

‘He was a poet,’ said Philippe, ‘when we took him with us. 
in the car he sang of the speed of the Roumis and of the 
beauty of Mine Villier.’ 
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‘Won’t you take your wife to Morocco this year?’ she 
asked. 

‘No, we are only going a very short distance — to the 
mountains. Dosen’t that tempt you?’ 

‘Do you mean it? Because actually, my husband and I 
wanted to spend Christmas and the New Year in the snow. 
’Whereabouts are you going?’ 

‘To St, Moritz,’ 

I was furious and made signs to him that he did not see. 
I ended by getting up and saying: 

‘We must be going, Philippe.’ 

‘We? Why must we?’ 

‘I’ve made an appointment at home with the manager.’ 

‘On a Saturday?’ 

‘Yes — 1 thought it would be more convenient for you.’ 

He looked at me with surprise but said nothing and got up, 

‘If you like the idea of this trip,’ he said to Mme Villier, 
■‘ring up; and we will make arrangements. It would be very 
amusing for the four of us to go together.’ 

As we came away he said rather sharply: 

‘Why the devil did you make an appointment for six 
o’clock on a Saturday? What a strange ideal You know 
quite well it is Plelenc’s day and I like staying there late.’ 

‘I didn’t make any appointment Philippe, I just wanted to 
leave.’ 

‘Wliat an extraordinary thing to do,’ he said, bewildered, 
■‘are you ill?’ 

‘No ; but I don’t want those Villiers to come with us on 
our holiday. I can’t understand your behaviour Philippe. 
You know quite well that the whole point of this trip for 
me was our being alone, and then you invite people to Join 
us, almost strangers, whom you have only met once.’ 

‘What passion! What is the matter with you, Isabelle? I 
have never seen you like this before. You are wrong, I know 
the Villiers quite well. I stayed a fortnight with them and 
passed delightful evenings in their garden at Marrakesh, You 
■can’t imagine how perfect that house is ; the pools and foun- 
tains, the four cypresses, the scent of flowers. Solange Villier 
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has exqusite taste. She had arranged it all so well ; nothing- 
K but Moroccan divans and thick, heavy carpets. Really I was 
more intimate with the Villiers than with friends in Paris 
whom one secs three times every winter at dinner parties.’ 

‘Well, perhaps, Philippe, maybe I am quite wrong, but 
leave me my trip ; you promised and you owe it to me.’ 

Philippe put his hand on mine and laughed: 

‘Very well, Madam, you shall have your trip,’ 

The next day, as we drank our coffee together after lunch,. 

^ Mine Villier rang up Philippe. From his replies, I understood 
that she had spoken to her husband, he approved of the plan 
and they would come to Switzerland with us. I gathered that 
Philippe was not insistent, and he even discouraged them.. 
But his last words were : ‘All right, then we shall be delighted 
to meet you there.’ 

He replaced the receiver and looked at me with some- 
embarrassment, 

‘You are a witness,' he said, ‘that I did my best,’ 

‘Yes. But still; they are coming? Oh Philippe, it is too 
bacir 

‘Rut what could I do, darling? I really cannot be insulting.’" 

‘No, but you could have made an excuse ; you could have- 
said we were going somewhere else.’ 

‘They would have come there. Anyway, don’t make a- 
tragedy about it. They are very nice, you will see, and you 
wilt be pleased to have their company.’ 

‘Then listen, Philippe. Just do this : go alone with them, I 
should not care about coming now.’ 

‘Yoii’i'c crazy! They would not know what to make of it. 
I think you arc most unfair. It was not I who wanted to- 
leavc Pairs ; it was you who asked me to go ; I agreed to please- 
you and now you want to make me go alone!’ 

‘Not alone . . . With your dearest friends.' 

‘Isal-jelle, I’m sick of this ridiculous scene/ said Philippe- 
angrily. I had never seen liim so violent before ... ‘It is not 
my fault that the Villiers are coming. Tliey invited them- 
selves. In any case they mean nothing to me. I have never 


made love to Solange . . . IVe had enough./ he coniinucd, 
•eraphaaising each word and striding about the dining-room, 
‘you arc so jealous, so suspicious, that I no longer dare make 
a movement, say a -wwd . , . Nothing spoils tlic pleasure of 
life so much, 1 assure you . . / 

‘What spoils the pleasure of life,’ I said, ‘is to share it with 
■everyone/ 

I listened to myself in astonishment. I knew I was being 
sarcastic and hostile. I was exasperating the only person in 
the world I eared for and could not stop myself. 

‘Poor Isabelle!’ he said. 

And I, knowing his past life so well and living in his 
memories perhaps even more than he did himself, knew that 
he must be thinking: 

‘Poor Isabelle I Now it is your turn . . 

I slept very badly that night and kept on reproaching 
myself. It was certain there was no intimacy between Philippe 
and Solange Villicr as they had not met for a long time. I 
had no actual grievance nor legitimate cause for jealousy. 

Perhaps, even, this meeting was fortunate. Would Philippe 
have enjoyed himself alone with me at St. Moritz? He might 
have returned to Paris discontented and under the impression 
that I had forced him to spend a useless and dull holiday. 
With the Villiers he would be in good spirits and some of 
his pleasure would react favourably on me. But I was sad. 

'X ■■ ■■ 

Wc were to leave the day before the Villiers but owing to 
our being delayed we all four went by the same train. 

Philippe got up early and when I came out of our compart- 
ment I found him standing in the corridor having an animat cd 
conversation with Solange. I watched for a moment before 
•approaching them and it struck me how happy they looked. 

‘Good morning, Mme VilUer!’ Solange turned round, and 
I could not help wondering if she was like Odile. No, she 
-did not resemble her ; she was much more vigorous and her 
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■features were less childish and less angelic. Solangc looked 
like a woman who had taken the measure of life and had 
stood up to it. When she smiled at me I was won over for a 
moment. Then her husband came to join us. 

The train w\as running between tw'O high mountains and a 
torrent iiowed beside the track. This -scenery appeared to 
me unreal and sad. Jacques Villier talked of boring subjects ; 
I knew he W'as intelligent because everyone said so. He was 
not only very successful in Morocco but was also an important 
business man. Tie is connected with everything/ Philippe 
■fold me, 'phosphates, shipping and mines,’ I tried to listen to 
the conversation between Philippe and Solange but the noisy 
rhythm of the train robbed me of half of it. I heard (Solange’s 
voice): ‘Then, what is charm, according to you?’ (Philippe’s 
voice) : ‘. . . very complex . . . The face plays a part, and the 
body . . . hut above all naturalness . . (a word escaped me, 
then Solangc’s voice) ; ‘And also taste, imagination, a spirit of 
adventure . . . Don’t you think so?’ 

‘That’s it,’ said Philippe, ‘a mixture. A woman must be 
■capable of seriousness and childishness . . . What is un- 
bearable . . 

Once again the noise of the train stole the rest of the sen- 
tence. The mountains were rising in front of us. Sawn wood, 
glistening with resin, was piled up near a chfdet with a large 
sloping roof. Was I going to suffer like this for a whole 
week? 

Jacques Villier ended a long recital by saying; 

. . you sec that the deal is superb, in every way.’ 

He laughed ; no doubt he had explained some ingenious 
transaction ; I only caught a name : ‘The Godet gr^oup.’ 

‘Superb/ I replied and saw he thought me stupid. I didn’t 
■care. I was beginning to hate him. 

The end of this journey seems to me now like the recollec- 
tion of a nightmare. The small overheated train was climbing 
into a scene of brilliant whiteness while shrouding itself in 
•clouds of steam that floated for an instant over the snow. It 
followed wide mysterious curves that made the white pine- 
crowned summits revolve round us. Then a precipice yawned 
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by the side of the track and at the bottom of it one caught 
sight of the narrow black lines we had just left. Solange 
watched this sight with childish pleasure and constantly drew 
Philippe’s attention to details of the scenery. 

‘Look, Marcenat, how beautiful that layer of branches is,, 
holding the snow . . . How one feels the strength oi: the 
wood, supporting all that weight without bending . . . And 
that ... Oh! ... look at the hotel shining up there on the 
peak, like a diamond in a white casket . , . And the colonrs 
on the snow . . . Do you notice that it is never just white, 
but bluish- white, or rose-tinted . . . Oh Marcenat, Marcenat! 
How I love it!’ 

There was no harm in this and, honestly, on reflection one 
had to admit there was a certain grace in the way she said it, 
but she irritated me. I was surprised that Philippe, wdio pro- 
fessed to like naturalness above everything, could stand this 
lyrical monologue. 

‘Perhaps she does love it,’ I thought, ‘but really at thirty- 
three (possibly thirty-five, her neck is not perfect) she can’t 
be so childishly pleased. And we can all see that the snow is 
blue or pink . . . why say it?’ It seemed that Jacques Villicr 
thought as I did because, from time to time he punctuated 
his wife’s sentences with a cynical and long-drawn ‘Ye-es’. 
When he did this I liked him for a moment. 

I did not understand the Villier’s marriage. They were very 
polite to each other and she treated him witli familiar affec- 
tion, calling him at times Jacquot or Jacquoii and even kissing- 
him on the lips for no apparent reason. And yet, after having 
passed several hours with them, one knew quite well they 
were not lovers, that Villier was not jealous and accepted his 
wife’s adventures in advance with a lofty resignation. What 
did he live for? For another woman? For his mines, his boats 
and his estate in Morocco? I could not guess and anyway was 
not sufficiently interested to care. I despised him for bcisig so 
indulgent. ‘He doesn’t want to be here any more than I do,’ 
I thought,’ and if he had a little more strength of mind 
neither of us would be.’ 

Philippe who had bought a Swiss paper tried to work out 
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the Stock Exchange prices in French francs and thinking to 
please VilUcr, talked to him of certain securities. Villier 
calmly passed over these strange names of Mexican or Greek 
factories, as a famous writer makes a deprecating gesture when 
a Hattercr quotes his works. Turning to me, he asked if I had 
read Kocing^mark. The little train was still winding amongst 
soft white shapes. 

Why docs St. Moritz stay in my memory like the scene of 
a comedy by Alfred de Musset, gay, unreal and with a sug- 
gestion of deep melancholy? I remember so well going from 
the station into the darkness, the lights on the snow, the 
sleighs, mules with bells and red, blue or yellow pom-poms 
on their harnesses, the cruel but healthy cold, then the mar- 
vellous comforting warmth of the hotel ; Englishmen in 
dinner-jackets in the hall, the happiness of being alone with 
Philippe at last, for a few minutes in the mild temperature of 
our enormous room. 

‘Philippe, kiss me, we must consecrate this room ... Oh 
how I should have liked to dine here alone with you . . , And 
we shall have to dress, rejoin those people and talk and 
talk , . 

‘But they arc very nice . . .’ 

‘Very nice ... as long as one doesn’t see them.’ 

‘flow severe you are! Didn’t you think Solange was very 
pleasant during the journey?’ 

‘Look here, Philippe, you arc in love with her.’ 

‘Good hcavcits no! Why do you think so?’ 

‘Because unless yoti were in love with her you couldn’t 
stand her for ten tninutes . . ^ .After all, what did she say? 
Can you tell me of a single idea in all her talk since this 
morning?’ 

‘Why yes . . . She has a great feeling for nature. She spoke 
very cliarmingly of the snow and the pine trees . . . Don’t 
you think so?’ 

‘Oh yes, she can put things picturesquely at times ; but so 
can I and all women if we let ourselves go ... It is our 
natural way of thinking. . . . The great difference between 
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Solange and me is that I think mtich too highly of you to tell 
you all that jiasses through my head.” 

‘My dear girl/ Philippe said, with affectionate irony, 1 . have 
never doubted your ability to invent pretty plrrases nor the 
modesty that prevents you from uttering them.’ 

‘Don’t laugh at me darling ... I am serious . , , If you 
were not a little charmed by Solange you would sec that she 
is incoherent and jumps from one subject to another . . , 
Isn’t that true? Be sincere.’ 

‘It is not true at all/ said Philippe. 


XI 

I look back upon that visit to the mountains as a cruel and 
bitter experience. I knew already of my natural awkwardness 
and inefficiency at all kinds of sport but thought Philippe and 
I would start as beginners and enjoy overcoming the diffi- 
culties together. The first morning I discovered that Solange 
■Villier was an expert performer on the icc. Philippe, though 
less trained, was supple and very much at his case. They 
skated happily with crossed hands while I dragged mysdf 
painfully along, supported by ah instructor. 

After dinner Philippe and Solange drew their chairs dose 
to each otlier and chatted all the evening while I had to listen 
to the financial views of Jacques Villier. At this time the 
pound was worth sixty francs and I remember his saying : 

‘You know, that is far from representing the actual value 
of the pound ; you ought to tell your husband to invest at 
least part of his capital in foreign securities because, you 
understand , . / 

Sometimes he talked of hts love affairs : ‘You have probably 
heard that Jenny Sorbier, the actress, is my misrre.ss. It is no 
longer true ... I loved her very much, but it is over , . . Now 
I am with Mme Lhauterie ... Do you know her? She is a 
■pretty woman and very sweet A man who ha.s to struggle 
unceasingly as I do with his business life, needs a calm, almost 
animal-like affection from woinen . . 
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I was manoeuvring to get near Philippe and to start a 
general conversation. When I succeeded it was immediately 
evident that Solange and I held opposite and irreconcilable 
opinions on every subject. Her principal theme was 'adven- 
ture’, She called the search for unexpected and dangerous 
;situations by this name and pretended to have a horror of 
icither moral or physical well-being. 

‘I am glad to be a woman/ she said one evening, ‘because 
there are far more possibilities for a woman than for a man.’ 

‘But how can that be? A man has his career — ^he can do 
things.’ 

‘A man has one career — ^whereas a woman can live in the 
lives of all the men she loves. An officer teaches her about 
war, a sailor about the sea, from a diplomat she learns of 
intrigue, from a writer the pleasures of creation . . . She can 
feel the emotions of ten existences without the daily tedium 
■of living them.’ 

‘But how dreadful ! That implies that she loves ten diiferenl 
men.’ 

‘And that all ten are intelligent, which is very unlikely/ 
said Villier, strongly emphasising the word very. ■ 

‘One could say the same of men/ said Philippe. The suc- 
cessive women they love bring them a variety of lives also.’ 

‘Yes, perhaps,’ said Solange, ‘but women are so much less 
individual ; they have nothing much to bring.’ 

One day a remark of hers struck me very much by the 
tone in which it was uttered. She had spoken of the happiness 
one feels in escaping from civilisation and I said ; 

‘But why escape, if one is happy in it?’ 

‘Because happiness is never stable; it is the relief from 
anxiety.’ 

‘Quite true,' said Villier, and this surprised me, coming 
from him. 

Then Philippe, to please Solange, returned to the theme of 
evasion: 

‘Oh yes, — to escape . . , that would be delightful/ 

‘For you?’ said Solange. ‘You are the last person who- 
would really wish to escape.’ 
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Solange and me id tliat I tliink much too highly o£ you to tell 
you all that passes through my head.’ 

'My dear girl,’ Philippe said, with affectionate irony, ‘I have 
never doubted your ability to invent pretty phrases nor the 
modesty that prevents you from uttering them/’ 

'Don’t laugh at me darling ... I am serious ... If you 
were not a little charmed by Solange you would sec that she 
is incoherent and jumps from one subject to another . . . 
Isn’t that true? Be sincere,’ 

‘It is not true at all,’ said Philippe. 


■ • ■ .■ XI ■ 

I look back upon that visit to the mountains as a cruel and 
bitter experience. I knew already of my natural awkwardness 
and inefficiency at ail kinds of sport but thought Philippe and 
I would start as beginners and enjoy overcoming the diffi- 
culties together. The first morning I discovered that Solange 
Villier was an expert performer on the ice. Philippe, though 
less trained, was supple and very much at his case. They 
skated happily wuth crossed hands while I dragged myself 
painfully along, supported by an instructor. 

After dinner Philippe and Solange drew their chairs close 
to each other and chatted all the evening while I had to listen 
to the financial views of Jacques 'V'illier. At this time the 
pound was worth sixty francs and I remember his saying : 

‘You know, that is far from representing the actual value 
■of the pound; you ought to tell your husband to invest at 
least part of his capital in foreign securities because, you 
understand . . .’ 

Sometimes he talked of his love affairs : 'You have probably 
lieard that Jenny Sorbier, the actress, is my mistress. It is no 
longer true ... I loved her very much, but it is over , . . Now 
I am with Mme liiauterie ... Do you know her? She is a 
pretty woman and very sweet. A man who has to struggle 
unceasingly as I do with his business life, needs a calm, almost 
animal-like affection from women , . .’ 
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war, a sailor about the sea, from a diplomat she learns of 
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feel the emotions of ten existences without the daily tedium 
of living them.’ 

‘But how dreadful! That implies that she loves ten dilTereni 
men/ 

‘And that all ten arc intelligent, which is very unlikely/ 
said Villier, strongly emphasising the word very, 

‘One could say the same of men/ said Philippe, ‘The suc- 
cessive women they love bring them a variety of lives also.’ 

‘Yes, perhaps/ said Solangc, ‘but women are so much less 
indivkhiul ; they have nothing much to bring.* 

One day a remark of hers struck me very much by the 
tone in which it wlis uitercd. She had spoken of the happiness 
one feels in escaping from civilisation and I said : 

‘Bur why e.scape, if one is happy in it?’ 

‘Because happiness is never stable; it is the relief from, 
■anxiety.’ 

‘Quite true/ said Villier, and this surprised me, coming 
from him. 

I'hcn l.diilippe, to please Solange, returned to the rheme of 
evasion : 

‘Oh yes,— to escape . . , that would be delightful/ 

‘f'or you?’ said Solangc. ‘You arc the last person who 
w^ould really wish to escape.’ 
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This pained me for his sake. Solange rather liked to sting; 
men’s vanity with a crack of the whip, so to speak. When- 
ever Philippe showed me affection or said a kind word to me. 
she was sarcastic. But most of the time they behaved like an 
engaged couple. 

Every morning Solange came down in a new brightly 
coloured jumper and each time Philippe murniured: ‘CJood 
heavens, what taste you have!’ 

Towards the end of our visit he had become very intimate 
with her. What upset me most was the familiar and affec- 
tionate tone in wdiich they spoke to eacli tnher and the 
caressing way he helped her on with her coat. Solange was 
terribly cat-like, I can find no other word. When she came 
down in a low-cut evening dress I could almost see electric 
waves running down her spine. As we returned to our roorm 
I could riot help saying, without bitterness : 

‘So you love her Philippe.’ 

‘Who, darling?’ 

‘Solange, of course.’ 

*G Lord, no!’ 

‘And yet you appear to.' 

‘Do I,’ he said, with ill-concealcd pleasure. ‘In what way?” 

I explained my impressions at length ; he lisrened com- 
placently. Pie was always interested when I talked about 
Solange. 

‘All the same, they are a curious married couple,’ I saicL 
shortly before we left. ‘VilUer has told me that he spends six 
months of the year in Morocco and his wife joins him there 
every other year and then only for three months. She stays 
alone in Paris for whole seasons. If you had to live in Indo- 
China or Kamchatka I should follow you everywhere, like a 
little dog ... I should bore you to death, shouldn’t I Philippe? 
No doubt she is quite right.’ 

‘That is to say she has found the best way to avoid wearying 
him.’ 

‘A lesson for Isabelle?’ 

‘Plow touchy you are. No — ^it’s not a lesson for anyone,, 
but a statement of fact. Villier adores his wife . * / 
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“That is what she tells you, Philippe . . 

‘Anyway he admires lier.’ 

‘And doesn’t look after her,’ 

‘Why should he?’ said Philippe rather irritably, ‘I have 
never heard that she needs looking after.’ 

‘Oh Philippe! I have only known her for three weeks and 
Inn c already heard the names of at least three of her former 
lo\'ers mentioned.’ 

‘People say that about all women,’ murmured Philippe, 
ishrugging his shoulders, 

I I felt I. was falling into a despicable frame of mind, which 
was entirely new to me. I took myself in hand and made a 
great effort to be nice to Solangc. Against my will I went 
for walks with Villier so as to leave her alone on the skating 
rink with Philippe. How passionately I longed for this 
holiday to be over but scrupulously avoided saying a word 
to hasten its end. 

XII 

When we returned to Paris Philippe found his manager ill, 
had to work harder than nsnal and often did not come home 
for lunch. 1 wondered if he were seeing Solangc Villier but 
did not dare to a.sk him. On Saturdays at the 'I’hianges’ when 
Solangc was there, Philippe went straight to join her as soon 
as he arrived and drew her into a corner where they remained 
together the rest of the evening. That could be a favourable 
•sign. If they had been meeting freely during the week he 
might have purpostdy avoided her on Saturdays. 

1 could tu)t resist talking about her to other women, but 
never spoke against her. She had the rcpiuation of being 
hme grande amoii reuse’. One evening I was standing beside 
ATauriec de dliianges, and when Jac(|ues Villier came in, he 
•said in an undertone : 

‘Ualhd So he. hasn’t gone away yet? I should have thotight 
his wife would already have sent him back to his Atlas 
Mountains!’ 

Wht)cver mentioned him, usually added: ‘Poor fellow!’ 


Helene de Tliianges was a friend of Solange's and talked at 
length about her to me. She gave me a picture that was both 
flattering and disquieting. 

‘First of all,’ she said, ‘Solangc is a beautiful animal, and 
with very strong instincts. She was passionately in love witlr 
Villier when he was very poor, because he was handsome. 
This showed courage, as she was the daughter > Count dc 
Vaiilges who belonged to a good Picardy family : slu.; was. 
lovely and could have made a brilliant match. She preferred 
to go off with Villier to Morocco where at first they lived 
the hard life of the settler. When Villier was ill, Seffange had 
to keep the books and pay the workmen herself. Remember,, 
she has the proud spirit of the Vaulges and such a life must 
have been distasteful to her. Yet she played the game. In 
that respect she really has the merits of a good man. Only 
she has two great faults, or, if you like, two great weaknesses - 
she is extremely passionate and she must conquer wherever 
she goes. For instance she says (not to men but to women) 
that when she wanted a man she always got him, and it’s true„ 
even men of the most varied types.’ 

Then has she had many lovers?’ 

‘It is very difficult to be certain of such things. One knows, 
that a man and woman sec a lot of each otlicr. Are they 
lovers? Who can tell? . . . When I say she “got them”, f 
mean that she took possession of their minds, they depended 
on her and she could do whatever she liked with them.’ 

‘Do you think she is intelligent?’ 

‘Yes, very intelligent for a woman ... In fact nothing is 
foreign to her. Naturally she depends for her subjects of 
interest on the man she loves. At the time when she adoj-ed 
her husband she was brilliant about economic and colonial 
questions ; at the Raymond Berger period she was interested' 
in art. She has very good taste. Her house in Morocco is a 
marvel and the one at Fontainebleau most original . . . Slic 
is more a lover than an intellectual. All the same she has- 
admirable judgement when she keeps her head.’ 

‘How do you explain her charm, Hdlene?’ 

‘I think it comes first of all from her being so feminine.’’ 
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‘What do you mean hy feminine?’ 

‘A mixture of qualities and faults ; tenderness and a great 
devotion to the man sire loves . . . for a time . . . She is also 
unscrujiulous , . . When Solangc wants to make a conquest 
she is rutldcss, cares for no-one, not even her best friend ; she 
is not v/icktd,, but instinctive,’ 

‘1 call that wicked. You might as well say that a tiger is 
not wicked when he eats a man, because it is instinctive,’ 

‘Exactly; a tiger is not wicked, not consciously so . . . 
Whiat you have just said is very true: Solange is a tigress,’ , . 

‘Yet she looks very sweet.’ 

‘Do you think so? Oh no — there are flashes of hardness ; 
it is one of the elements of her beauty,’ 

The other women were less indulgent. Old Mmc de 
Thianges, Helene’s mothcr-in-law, said: 

‘No, I don’t like your little friend Mme Villier . . . She 
made one of my nephews very unhappy ; he was a charming 
fellow, he really let himself be killed during the war, not for 
her perhaps, but on account of lier . , . He had been seriously 
wounded and had quite rightly been given a |X)st in Pairs . . . 
She made him love her, drove him mad, then left him for 
another . . . Poor Armand wanted to go back to the front 
and was killed, uselessly, in a flying accident . . . Personally I 
don’t want to receive her any more.’ 

I had no inteniion of repeating these stories to Philippe and 
yet I always did. He took them calmly. 

‘Yes, it is pos.siblc she has had lovers,’ he .said. ‘She has the 
right and it is no concern of ours,’ 

'I'heu after a few minutes he became nervous; 

“fn any ca.sc I should be very surprised if she were being 
uiiftiithful to Villier at present as she leads siicli an open life. 
One can telephone to licr at almost any hour; she is at home 
a lot aiul if one wants to sec her .she is always free. A woman 
who had a ]o\’cr would be much more secretive.’ 

‘But how do you know Philippe? Do yoti ting her up? 
Do you go to see. her?’ 

‘Yes, sometimes.’ 


XIII 


A little later I was able to prove .that tbougb. they had long 
conversations on the telephone together, these conversations 
were innocent. One morning after Philippe had left, a letter 
arrived that I could not answer without consulting him, and 
I rang up his office. The lines were crossed and 1 recognised 
the voices of Solangc and Philippe. I ought to have replaced 
the receiver, but could not resist listening. They sounded 
gay ; Philippe seemed amusing and witty as he used to be but 
never was now. I preferred him serious and melancholy, as 
-Renee described him long ago and as I knew him just after 
the war. But I also knew the very different Philippe who was 
at this moment saying pleasant, frivolous things to Solange. 
All that I heard was reassuring. They were telling each other 
what they had done and read in the last two days. Philippe 
■described the play we had seen together the night before and 
Solange asked : 

*Did Isabelle like it?’ 

‘Yes — ^I think so — rather . . . How are you? You didn’t 
look well on Saturday at the Thianges; I don’t like to sec 
you so pale.’ 

So they had not met since the previous Saturday and this 
was Wednesday. Suddenly I felt ashamed and put down the 
receiver. How could I have done such a mean thing? It was 
as bad as opening other peoples’ letters. 

A quarter of an hour later I rang up Philipj^e : 

‘I called you. a little while ago,’ I said, ‘but you were 
engaged. I recognised Solange’s voice and rang oiU 

‘Yes,’ he answered, without embarrassment, ‘she telephoned 
to me,’ 

This whole episode seemed to me very dear and straight- 
forward, and I felt calmer for a time. Then I again found 
obvious signs of Solange’s influence on Philippe’s life. He 
now went out two or three evenings a week ; 1 did not ask 
where he went but knew he had been seen with her. She had 
enemies amongvSt women who, thinking I would be their 
natural ally, tried to approach me. Those who were nice 
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is to say as nice as women can be to each other) treated 
inc wiili silent pity and made no allusion to my misfortune 
>cxet^pt in general terms ; those who were spiteful pretended 
they thought 1 was aware of facts I knew nothing about. 
‘One woman said : 

‘I quite understand your not wanting to go and sec acrobats 
with your husband ; they are such a bore.’ 

'Did .Philippe go to sec acrobats?’ I asked, curiosity getting 
the Inurcr of my pride. 

‘Didn't he tell you that he was at the Alhambra last night 
with Solangc Villicr? I thought you knew.’ 

Men pretended to sympathise with me in order to offer 
consolation. 

If we had an invitation for dinner or if I suggested some 
outing, Philippe often replied: 

‘Yes, why not? But wait till tomorrow before deciding, I’ll 
let you know then.’ 

My explanation for this delay was that Philippic wanted 
to ring up Solange in the morning and find out if she was 
going lo the same dinner or whether she wanted to go out 
•with him that evening. 

It seemed to me that Philippe’s tastes, even his character, 
now showetl Sulange’s influence. Site liked the country and 
gardens and knew about plants and animals. uShe had a 
bungalow built near Ft)ntaiuel)leau on the edge of the forest 
and often went there for week-ends. Philippe .said several times 
•that he was lireil of Jkiris and would like to have a little 
place on the outskirt.s, 

‘But you have (kmdinnas, Idiilippe, and you hardly ever 
go there.’ 

it is not ilu* .same thing at all; Gandumas Is seven hours 
from l^aris. ! slv4)uUl like a house I could run clown to for a 
couple of day.s — or even for the day. .For instance Chantilly, 
or CoTiifiiegne or St. Germain,’ 

■‘Or Fontainebleau, Philippe.* 

■‘Or FonUiinchleau if yott like,’ he said, smiling involuntarily. 

.1 almost liked dial smile; it seemed to take me into his con- 
fidence, as if to stty t *Ycs, of course you know and I trust you,’ 
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I fck however that I must not go too far as he would never 
tell me anything definite; I was sure that Solangc was the 
source of Philippe’s sudden love of nature and that his plans 
depended largely on hers. It was equally remarkable to trace 
his influence on her tastes. I who was usually so unobservant 
did. not miss the smallest details concerning those two. 

On Saturdays at Helene’s I often heard Solange talking 
about books. Now she read those that Philippe liked and had 
made me read. Sometimes they were books PVan^ois had 
formerly introduced to Odile and she had passed oti to 
Philippe. I was familiar with this bold and cynical ‘legacy’’ 
from Francois, It included Cardinal de Retz and Machiavclli. 
Then there was Philippe’s choice; Lucien Leuwen, Smoke by 
Turgenev and the first volumes of Proust, The day I heard 
Solange talking of Machiavelli I knew quite well, being my- 
self a woman, that she was as indifferent to him as she would 
be to ultra-violet rays or Limoges enamels, though she could 
show an interest and talk intelligently of either if she thought 
she could please a man by doing so. 

When I first knew Solange I noticed her love for bright 
colours which suited her well. But recently I saw her nearly 
always wearing a white dress in the evening. White was one 
of Philippe’s preferences, inherited from Odile. How often 
he had spoken of her brilliant whiteness! It was strange that 
poor little Odile continued to live for Philippe in other 
women. Solange and I (Solange perhaps unconsciously) 
tried to reproduce a semblance of her vanished grace. What 
made me suffer most, apart from my acute jealousy, was the 
thought that Philippe was unfaithful to Odile’s memory. 
When I first met him I regarded this fidelity as one of the 
finest traits in his character. Later when I read the story of 
his life with Odile and learned that she had deserted him for 
another man I admired Philippe still more for his reverence 
for the memory of the only woman hfi had loved. I under- 
stood it all the better because through his description I had 
formed a wonderful image of Odile, her fragile beauty and 
naturalness and her poetic imagination. In spite of my jea- 
lousy I loved her. She alone appeared worthy of the Philippe 

138 


I h.acl c()ncei\’cd. I was willing to be sacrificed to such, a noble' 
iovc and accepted defeat by Oclile with perhaps a secret pride- 
in my humility, liut this sentiment was not as pure as it seem- 
ed for was 1, not hoping that Philippe’s everlasting love for a 
being, w1)o thj-ough death had become almost holy in his eyes,, 
migbi prevent his being the slave of a Solangc Villier M'ho' 
was a creature of flesli and blood like myself, neither divine- 
nor superhmnan? 


■ xi:v 

Philipjjc said several times : ‘Solange has done her best to- 
become more friendly with you, but you always keep her at 
a distance. She feels that yon are hostile and strange . . . ’ 

Mme Villier had often telephoned to me since our trip to* 
Switzerland hut I refused to go out with her. I thought it 
more creditable not to sec mncli of her. All the same to please 
Philippe and prove my good will, I promised to go and sec- 
her once. 

She received me in a small boudoir arranged according to* 
Philijipc’s taste; very empty, almost bare. I was embarrassed. 
Solange stretching herself with light-hearted ease on a divan,, 
began talking in a confidential tone. She called me Isabelle 
whilst I wavered between ‘Mmc Villier’ and ‘chevc amie’. 

flow curious it i.s that Philippe who had such a horror of 
familiarity and of lack of modesty, was so drawn to this 
wovnatt who !iad no rc.servt; and said whatever entered her 
head. Wliy did he like her? , . . There was a certain tender- 
ness in her eyes , . . she .seemed happy . . , Was she really? 

I’he picture of Villier, with his slightly bald head, and the 
sound of his tired vtiice, crossed my mind. I asked for news- 
of liim, l ie wa.s jihsent, as usual. 

1 sec very little of Jacques yon know,’ said Solangc, 'but 
h(‘ is my be.se friend, lie i.s so straight, so frank ... Only 
after thirteen years of married life, it would be hypocritical 
to maintain tht? fiction of a great love ...which I don’t feel.’’ 

'Yet you married for love, didn’t you?’ 
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‘Yes, I adored Jacques. We had some beautiful moments 
-together. But passion never lasts long ...And then the war 
separated us. After four years we got so accustomed to living 
.apart . . . ’ 

‘How sad! And you have not tried to rebuild your 
liappiness?’ 

‘Well, you know, when people don’t love each other any 
more . . . or more precisely, when there is no longer any 
physical attraction (because I am still very fond of Jacques), 
it is difficult to remain outwardly a united couple ... I know 
Jacques has a mistress and I approve . . . You can’t undcr- 
;stand that yet, but the moment comes when one needs inde- 
pendence . . .’ 

‘Why? To me, marriage and independence are contra- 
odictory terms.’ 

‘One says that at first. But marriage as you conceive it has 
:a disciplinary side. Are you shocked?’ 
i ‘A little... that’s to say 

‘I am very frank, Isabelle. I hate pretence. In pretending 
‘to love Jacques ... or to hate him, I might gain your sym- 
pathy but I would not be myself ... Do you understand?’ 

She talked without looking at me while drawing little 
stars on the cover of a book. When her eyes were lowered 
her face looked rather hard and as if stamped with obscure 
•■suffering. 

‘She is not really so happy,’ I thought. 

‘No,’ I said, ‘I don’t quite understand ... A chaotic, de- 
sultory life must be so unsatisfying . . . And then you have 
■a son.’ 

‘Yes; but you will see for yourself how it is when ymi have 
-children. There is no interchange possible between a wotnan 
and a schoolboy of twelve. When I go and sec him be seems 
bored,’ 

‘So, according to you maternal love is also unreal?’ 

‘Oh no . . . it all depends on the circumstances . . . You are 
rather aggressive, Isabelle!’ 

‘What I don’t understand about you is that while saying 
’'‘I am frank, I accept no hypocrisy,” you have never dared 
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To go to extreme lengths , . . Your husband has taken back 
his .independence, he gives you complete liberty . . , why don't 
you get divorced? It would be more straightforward and 
delinite.’ 

‘What, a strange ideal I don’t want to marry again, neither 
does Jacques, so why should we have a divorce? Besides, we- 
liave interests in common. Our land in Marrakesh was 
bought with my dowry but it is Jacques who has developed 
it and increased its value . . . And I am always very glad to 
sec him again . . . All this is more complex than you think,, 
dear Isabelle.’ 

I'hen she told me about her Arab horses, her pearls and her- 
hothouses at Fontainebleau. She says she despises luxury, that 
her real life is on a different level, yet she can’t resist talking- 
about her possessions . . . Perhaps it is this childish enjoyment 
of material things that charms Philippe . . . All the same it is. 
amusing to notice the dilference of tone between her lyrical 
monologues when a man is present and the inventory of her- 
goods, with which she hopes to impress a woman. 

When I left she said, laughing: 

‘No doubt I have shocked you because you have been 
married such a short time and are in love . . . All that is-, 
charming. But don’t dramatise things . . . Philippe loves you 
and speaks very alfectionately of you,’ 

To i)c reassured by Solange with regard to my marriage and 
Philippe’s feelings towards me was intolerable. She added: 

‘Goodbye for the present; come and see me again.’ 

I never returned. 


XV 

A few wei'ks after this visit I felt ill, bad a cough and was 
shivering. Pliillppc spent the evening at my bedside. The 
half-light and perhaps the fever gave me courage to speak of 
the change I had noticed in his behaviour. 

‘You can’t see yourself, Philippe, but to me it is almost 
incredible . , . Even the things you say . . . The other evening 
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■when you were arguing with Maurice de Thiangcs it struck ^ 
me you were so hard in your judgements.’ 

'Good Heavens! How attentive you are to everything I 
■•say, my poor Isabelle ; far more than I am, myscdf, I assure 
you. What did I say that was so terrible?’ 

‘I liave always admired your ideas about loyalty, keeping 
promises, and respect for undertakings, but this time you may 
remember it was Maurice who upheld these views and you 
■said life is short, men are unfortunate creatures who have, few 
■opportunities for happiness and should seize those that are 
■offered ; and then Philippe . . (I looked away from him to 
.say this). ‘It seemed to me that you were talking for the 
benefit of Solange, who was listening.’ 

Philippe laughed and took my hand. 

How feverish you are and what an imagination you have! 
Ho, of course I was not talking for Solange, What I said was 
true. We tie ourselves up, nearly always without knowing 
what we are doing. Then we want to be honest; we don’t 
want to hurt those we love and for confused reasons we 
4eny ourselves definite pleasures, and regret it afterwards, 

I said that there is a cowardly kindness in this and as we 
.are usually resentful towards those for whom we have 
renounced pleasures, it is better for them and for lus that 
we should follow our impulses and face the consequences,’ 

'But is there something you regret at this moment, 
Philippe?’ 

'You always apply general questions to ourselves. No I 
:regret nothing ; I love you very much and am perfectly happy 
with you, but I should be even happier if you were not 
jealous.’ 

‘I will try not to be,’ 

The next day the doctor came and found I had a bad 
attack of tonsilids. Philippe stayed with me constantly and 
watched over my treatment with great devotion. Solange 
sent me flowers and books and came to see me as soon as I 
was allowed visitors. I felt I had been unjust and horrid, but 
when I was well and began to lead a norma] life again I was 
.struck even more by the intimacy between Philippe and 
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Soiange and my suffering returned. Nor was I the only one 
to be concerned. M Schreiber, the manager of the paper- 
works often, came to lunch with us and inspired me with 
great confidence. One day when I had gone to see Philippe 
at his office and found that he was not there, M Schreiber 
drew me aside and said: 

‘Please forgive me for asking you a question, but do you 
know what is the matter with M Philippe? He is no longer 
ilic sa.n:ie man.’ 

‘In what way?’ 

‘lie is indifferent to everything; seldom returns to the 
office in the afternoons, and misses appointments with his best 
clients ; it is three months since he went to Gandumas ... I 
do my best, but I am not the chief ... I cannot take his place.’ 

So when Philippe told me he was occupied with his busi- 
ness he was sometimes lying ; he, who had always been so 
loyal and so scrupulous. But was he not lying to reassure me? 
And did I make sincerity easy for him? Sometimes, wanting 
him to be happy, I vowed not to disturb his peace, but more 
often. I plagued him with cpicstioiis and reproaches. I was 
bitter, persistent and hateful. lie answered with great 
patience. It occurred to me that he had been kinder to Odile 
in similar circumstances than I was to him ; but I excused my- 
self because I considered that the situation was much more 
terrible for me than it had been for him. 

A man does not stake his whole life on love; he has his 
work, his friends and his ideas. A woman of my kind lives 
only for the man she loves. What could replace him? I 
detestcti woincji and was indifferent to men. After waiting 
so long I tliought 1 had at last achieved the only aim I ever 
had in life, to give and receive complete devotion. I had 
failed. ''I’hcre was no remedy or consolation for such a cruel 
f'blow. ■: 

I’hus the second year of my marriage went by. . 



Meanwhile two events occurred that reassured me. For a 
long time Philippe had intended going to America ir) study 
certain processes connected with his factory and the living 
conditions of American workmen. I w^as anxious to go with 
him. From time to time he made plans, sent me to cncjuire 
about boat sailings and the price of tickets ; then, after pro- 
longed hesitation, he would decide not to go. I ended by 
thinking we should never take the journey but in any cuvse 
resigned myself in advance to everything. I now adopted 
Philippe’s ideas about chivalrous love. I loved him and 
always would, whatever happened, but should never be per- 
fectly happy. 

One evening in January 1922 Philippe said: 

This time I have decided ; we will go to the United States; 
in the spring.’ 

1 too, Philippe?’ 

‘Of course. It is largely because I promised to take you that 
I want to go. We will stay there six weeks. My business will 
be finished in a week and we can travel about and see the 
country.’ 

‘How good you are, Philippe! I am delighted.’ 

I really thought it was good of him ; lack of self-confidence 
brings with it a deep and naive humility, I sincerely believed 
that Philippe could not find much pleasure in travelling with 
me, and felt grateful that he was willing to renounce all possi- 
bility of seeing Solange Villief for two months. If he loved 
her as much as I sometimes feared, be would never have left 
her for so long. Therefore the affair must be leas serious than 
I had thought. During all that month of January I was gay 
and light-hearted and did not once bother Philippe with 
complaints and questions. 

In February I realised I was going to have a baby. Tliis 
made me very happy. I had longed passionately for a child, 
specially a son; I thought he would be another Philippe but 
this time would belong to me completely for fifteen years at 
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least. Philippe welcomed the news with joy, which gratified 
me deeply. But the beginning of my pregnancy was very 
hard and it w^as soon evident that I should not be aisle to stand 
the sea journey. Philippe offered to give up the trip. I knew 
he had already Avritten many letters, arranged visits to 
factories and made appointments, so I insisted that he should 
not alter his plans. There were several reasons for my im- 
posing this painful separation on myself. To begin with I 
thought I looked ugly at that period ; my face was tired and 
I was afraid of appearing unattractive to Philippe. Also it 
seemed even more important to keep him and Solange apart, 
than to liave him with me. Finally I had often heard Philippe 
express the view that a woman’s great powder lies in her 
absence ; when a man is far away from her he forgets her 
defects and whims and discovers that she brings a precious, 
indispensable element into his life, which, he had not been 
aware of before, owing to their lives being so closely inter- 
mingled. ‘It is like salt,’ he said, ‘We don’t even know we 
are absorbing it, but remove it altogether from our food and 
we should die.’ 

If only Philippe, far away from me, would discover that I 
was the salt of his life . . . 

He left at the beginning of April, and advised me to occupy 
myself and to see people. After a few dayvS, feeling better, 
I tried to go out a little. I could not expect a letter from him 
for a fortnight and felt the need of shaking off the melancholy 
that w'as getting a hold on me. I telephoned to several friends 
and tliought it would be correct and tactful to ring up 
Solange. 

f had great diflicuUy in getting a reply ; at last a man-servant 
told rac she had gone away for two months. This gave me a 
violent sliock. I was foolish enough to think she had gone 
with Philippe, which was most unlikely. I asked for her 
address and tvas told she was at her house in Marrakesh. Of 
course, she was making her usual visit to Morocco. After 
this I had to lie on my bed, feeling very upset and spent a 
long time in sad reficctions. So that was why Philippe had 
been so ready to go on this journey ... I was angry with him 
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for not telling me the truth and allowing me to accept his 
offer as a generous sacrifice. Today, with the passijig of time, 
I feel more indulgent. Unable to tear himself away from 
Solange, yet being fond of me, he had done his best to give 
me all he could spare from a passion that was becoming only 
too evident. 

The first letters I received from America rcuKJved tliis un- 
pleasant impression. They were affectionate and vivid ; he 
seemed to regret my absence and wished he could sliarc with 
me the life he was enjoying. He wrote : 

This country would suit you, Isabelle, it is a couniry of comfort 
and perfection, well organised and everything is well done. New 
York might be a giant house directed by an efficient and all-powerful 
Isabelle. 

And in another letter : 

How I miss you, my darling! How much I should like to find 
you here in the evening in this hotel bedroom, empty except for a 
too active telephone. We should have one of our long enjoyable 
conversations, talk over the people and events of the day and your 
clear little mind would make valuable suggestion.s. Then you would 
say, no doubt with hesitation and assumed indifference; ‘Do you 
really think she is pretty, that Mrs Cooper Lawrence you were talking 
to all the evening?’ And I should kiss you and we should look at 
each other and laugh. Isn’t that true, darling? 

In reading his letter I felt truly grateful to him for know- 
ing me so well and accepting me. 


XVII 

Everytliing in life is unexpected and perhaps this is so until 
the end. The separation which I had dreaded proved to be 
a time of relative happiness. I was rather lonely, but read 
and worked. In any case I wa.s very tired and slept part of 
the clay. Illness can give us a kind of moral well-being as 
it imposes definite limits to our desires and cares. Philippe 
was far away but I knew he was well and in good spirits, 
Pie wrote me charming letters and there was no quarrel or 
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'Shadow between ns. Solange was in the remotest pai 
Morocco separated from my husband by a sea voyag 
seven or eight days. The world seemed more beautiful/'anti 
life easier and calmer than it had been for a long time. I now 
ainderstood something Philippe had said which I considered 
monstrous at the time; 

‘Love bears absence and death better than doubt or 
treachery.’ 

Philippe had made me promise to see our friends, I dined 
once at the Thianges and two or three times with Aunt Cora, 
who had aged very much and sometimes fell asleep in her 
chair, licr collection of admirals, generals and ambassadors 
had been greatly reduced by death, I always remembered 
gratefully that she had introduced Philippe to me and I 
continued to visit her, even lunched alone with her on 
several occasions. One day I began to confide in her, talked 
•first about my childhood, then of my marriage and of my 
jealousy of Solange. She smiled as she listened. 

‘Well, my dear, if you never have worse misfortunes you 
will be a lucky woman . . . What are you complaining of? 
Your husband is unfaithful? Husbands are never faithful . . . 
Do you imagine my poor Adrian was always faithful to me? 
My dear Isabelle, during twenty years of my life I knew 
that my best friend was his mistress ... I won’t pretend that 
this was always pleasant but everything settled down . . , 
I remember the day of our golden wedding . . . Adrian made 
a little speech in which, growing rather confused, he spoke 
of me and of her at the same time . . , people laughed, but 
it was really very touching ; we were old and had spent our 
lives as well as wc could and nothing had been spoilt beyond 
repair . . .’ 

‘Yes, but it depends on one’s nature. For me it is the 
emotional side of life that matters. I am indifferent to 
wwldly considerations.’ 

‘But who says you should have no emotional life? Natur- 
ally T am very fond of my nephew and it would not be 
correct for me to advise yon to take a lover , . , but if you 
chose to console yourself with someone else , . .’ 
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Aunt Cora and I liked each other vciy much ]3Ut there 
could be no real understanding between us. 

I was invited to dinner by the Summer vieiis, business 
acquaintances of Philippe’s, and thought it my duty to accept,. 
My hostess introduced me to various people ; the women 
were mostly pretty and covered with beautiful jcnvels, tlie 
men were nearly all of the engineer type, robust and 
energetic. 

I heard the names M and Mme Gotlct and saw' an im])ortant 
looking man with a pretty rather faded blonde. Tlic name 
seemed familiar. 'Who is M Godet?’ I. asked my hostess. 

‘He is the big man in metallurgy, the administrator of 
Western Steel ^^orks and very powerful in the mining; 
industry.’ 

He sat next to me at table and I saw him looking at my 
card with curiosity. 

‘Are you by any chance Philippe Marcenat’s wife?’ 

‘Yes, indeed I am,’ 

1 knew your husband well. It was with him, or rather 
with his father that I began my career at Limousin, I had to- 
deal with a paper factory which did not interest me. Your 
father-imlaw was a severe man, difficult to work with ... I 
must admit that Gandumas is an unhappy memory for me.’' 

While he was talking I suddenly understood . . . This was 
Misa’s husband. All Philippe’s story came back to me as; 
clearly as if the sentences were before my eyes. So it was 
that pretty woman at the end of the table, w'ith the soft, 
plaintive eyes, smiling gaily at her neighbour whom Philippe 
had embraced one evening as they sat together on cushions 
before a dying fire. I could hardly believe it. I had imagined 
Misa a cruel, voluptuous woman with the appearance and air 
of a Lucrezia Borgia or a Hermionc. Why had Plulippe given 
me such a bad description of her? But now I had to talk to- 
her husband. 

‘Yes, I have often heard about you from Philippe..’ Then 
I added a little nervously: 

‘I believe Mme Godet was a great friend of my husband’s 
first wife?’ 


He stopped looking at me and seemed rather confused. I 
wondered how much he knew. 

'Yes, they were friends from childhood. Then there were 
<liJ[Iiculties. Odile did not behave very well to Misa . . 

Seeing that he was embarrassed I changed the subject and 
he talked of his industrial and political interests. 

After dinner I managed to be alone with his wife. I knew 
Philippe would not have approved of this but a passionate 
curiosity impelled me to approach her. She seemed surprised. 
I.'sakl* / 

‘Your husband reminded me at dinner that you once knew 
mine very well.’ 

‘Yes/ she said coldly, ‘Julien and I lived at Gandumas for 
some months.’ 

She looked at me in a peculiar way, both questioning and 
sad, as if she were wondering whether I knew the truth and 
if my apparent amiability was assumed. Strangely enough I 
•did not dislike her, in fact I found her sympathetic. Her 
grace and her serious melancholy expression touched nie. 
She appeared to have suffered deeply. Perhaps she had 
really loved Philippe and, desiring his happiness, warned him 
against a woman who could only bring him sorrow. Was 
that such a crime? 

I sat down beside Misa and tried to draw her out. After 
an hour she began to talk about Odile. She could not do so 
•without a certain embarrassment, which showed how acute 
the feelings revived by this conversation had been and still 
■were. ' ■ 

‘It is very difficult for me to speak of Odile,’ she said. T 
greatly loved and admired her. I^atcr she treated me badly 
and then she died. I don’t want to sully her name, especially 
.■tO::yOU.’ 

Slic looked at me again in that strange questioning way, 

‘Don’t imagine I am hostile to her memory,’ 1 said, T 
have heard Odile talked about so much that I almost con- 
sider her as part of myself. She must have been so beautiful.’ 

‘Yes/ she said sadly, ‘she was wonderfully beautiful. Yet 
there was something about her eyes I did not like. Some- 
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thing false . . . no~that would be too much. ... it was, I 
don’t know how to put it ... a kind of triumphant cunnings 
She wanted to impose her will, her truth on others. Her 
beauty gave her sclf-confidcnce and she believed, almost; in 
good faith, that if she stated something it would become 
true. With your husband, who adored her, it succeeded, but 
not with me, and she resented this.’ 

I felt distressed ; I was re-discovering the Odilc of Renee 
and ray mother-in-law almost the Solange of Ifelene de 
Thianges, and no longer Philippe’s Odile, who was the one 
I loved. 

'But how extraordinary,’ I said, ‘you arc describing some- 
one strong and wilful. When Philippe talks about her I have 
the impression of a fragile, delicate woman, always lying 
down, rather childish, but at heart very good.’ 

‘Yes— that was true in a way — but the real Odile had the 
audacity of ... I don’t really know how to tell you , . . the 
audacity of a soldier or a partisan. For instance, when she 
wanted to hide . . . but no, I, don’t want to speak about that.’’ 

‘What you call audacity Philippe calls courage ; he said it 
was one of her finest qualities.’ 

‘Yes — maybe, but she had not the courage to set limits to» 
her actions. She had the courage to carry out her owa 
wishes ; that also is fine, but less difficult.’ 

‘Have you any children,’ I asked, 

‘Yes,’ she said, looking down, ‘two boys and a girl.’ 

We talked all the evening and when we said goodbye the 
beginning of a friendship had been sketched. For the first 
time I was in complete disagreement with. Philippe’s judge- 
ment, No, this woman was not malicious; she had been in- 
love and jealous. What right had I. to blame her? At the 
last moment I had an impulse which I regretted later. I 
" said'!'. ' 

‘Perhaps we could go out together sometime? I have 
enjoyed talking to you and I am alone at present.’ 

As soon as I left the room I. knew I had been wrong and 
that when Philippe heard I had made friends with MLsa he 
would be very angry and no doubt quite rightly. 
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She also must have found a certain pleasure in our conver- 
sation, or perhaps she was curious about me and my marriage, 
for she rang me up two days la.tcr and we arranged to go 
for a walk in the Bois. What I wanted was to make her 
talk of Odilc, to learn about her tastes, habits and ways and 
thus perhaps become more pleasing to Philippe myself. I 
never dared question him about the past. I asked Misa 
many things: 

TIow did Odile dress? Where did she get her hats? I 
liave been told she arranged flowers so well . . . how can the 
arrangement of flowers be so personal? Explain to me . . . 
How strange it is, you and everyone tell me she had such 
charm, yet certain details you mention reveal her as hard, 
almost unpleasant. What then did her charm consist of?’ 

But as to this Misa was incapable of giving me the least 
idea and I saw that she herself had often been puzzled by 
this question and had never discovered the answer. She 
could only tell me about Odile’s feeling for nature, which 
Solange also had, and her spontaneous vivacity, which I 
lacked. I am too methodical and mistrust my own bursts 
of enthusiasm. I decided it must have been the childish side 
of Odile, and her gaiety that charmed Philippe more than her 
moral qualities. 

Then we started talking more intimately about Philippe. 
I told Misa how much I loved him. 

‘Yes,’ she said, ‘but are you happy with him?’ 

‘Very happy. Why do you ask?’ 

Tor no reason — I just wondered. And I quite understand 
liow fond you are of him ; he is so lovable. But at the same 
time he had such a weakness for women of the Odile type 
that he must be a difficult husband.’ 

‘Why do you say women? Have you known others besides 
Odile in his life?’ 

‘Oh no — but I feel it. You see he is a man who is rather 
rej')ellcd by devotion and passionate love . . . However I say 
that without really knowing anything about it I know him 
so little, it is only what I, imagine. At the time I used to 
meet him I saw something, futile and frivolous in his 
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character which rather lowered him in my eyes. But you 
Itnow, whatever I say is of no importance— -I have never 
iicen, much of him/ 

I felt very uneasy ; this seemed to please her. Was Philippe 
right? Was she really malicious? When I got home I spent 
a wretched evening. I had found an affectionate letter from 
Philippe awaiting me and I wanted to ask his pardon for 
doubting him. Certainly he was weak, but I loved this 
weakness and interpreted Misa’s ambiguous remarks about 
him as the result of her disappointed love. She asked me 
several rimes to go out with her again and invited me to 
dinner, but I refused. 


xvin 

When the time approached for Philippe’s return I was inde- 
scribabiy happy. My health was restored and the thought 
of the life that was forming itself within me made me calm 
and serene. I did my utmost to give Philippe a pleasant 
Impression when he came home. He must have seen beauti- 
ful women and lovely houses in America, In .spite of my 
condition, or because of it, I took extra trouble with my 
clothes and rearranged the furniture in accordance with hints 
I had picked up from Misa about Odile’s taste. The day 
Philippe arrived I filled the bouse with a profusion of white 
flowers. For once I overcame what he called my ‘sordid 
economy’. 

As he stepped out of the train, at the Garc Saint-I.azare 
he looked rejuvenated, happy and sunburnt from six days at 
sea. He had a great deal to tell me and to talk about. 

The first day.s were very pleasant. Solange was still in 
Morocco — a fact I had already made sure of. Before 
resuming his work Philippe took a week’s holiday which he 
devoted entirely to me. 

One morning I went out early for a fitting, leaving Philipjjc 
in bed. When I returned he told me that a man whose 
voice he did not know had telephoned and a.sked for “Mme 
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Marccnat’ ; he replied that he was M Marccnat, and die 
person rang oil at once. He telephoned to the supervisor to 
■nsk who had rung and wa.^ told: 

‘A call box from the Bourse,’ which explained nothing. 

‘Who could have rung you up from the Bourse?’ he asked 
me. 

‘From the Bourse?’ 

‘Yes, Someone asked for you and rang off as soon as I 
gave niy name.’ 

‘What an extraordinry thing — are you sure?’ 

‘Tlic cpicstion is unworthy of you Isabelle. I am quite 
.•sure, the voice was perfectly clear.’ 

‘A man’s or a woman’s voice?’ 

‘A man’s of course.’ 

‘Why of course?’ 

We had never spoken to each other like that before ; I 
could not help showing emban*assmcnt. Although he had 
said it was a man’s voice I felt sure it was Misa who often 
rang me up but I dared not mention her name, I was 
annoyed with Philippe who seemed resentful and suspicious. 
Could he be jealous? Dear Philippe! If he had realised to 
wliat extent I existed only through and for him he would 
soon have been reassured — even too muclx so. After lunch 
he said, in a casual way that reminded me of some of my 
ewn questions: 

‘What arc you doing this afternoon?’ 

‘Nothing special — shopping — then Fm going to tea with 
Mine Bremont at five o’clock.’ 

‘Would you mind my coming with you as I have nothing 
special to do today?’ 

‘On the contrary, I should be delighted. I am not accus- 
tomed to so much attention! I will meet you there at six.’ 

‘What? You told me five.’ 

“Well, you know how it is at tea parties, the card says five 
but no one arrives before six.’ 

‘Couldn’t I come shopping with you?’ 

‘Certainly ... I thought you wanted to go to the office to 
open your mail?’ 


There’s no hurry. I’ll go tomorrow.’ 

'How nice you arc when you have just returned from a 
journey, Philippe.’ 

So he came our with me and I felt that there was an atmos- 
phere of constraint between us which was quite new. Tluae 
is an entry in his notebook about this occasion which, revealed 
feelings towards me that I had never imagined possibk*. 

It seems to me that during my absence she ha.s actiuired a tx’rtrijn 
strength and sclf-coiifidcnce that she had never shown before. Why? 
It is curious. As she got out of the car to btiy some books she 
gave me an affectionate but strange look. At Mme Brcniont’s she 
bad a long talk with Dr Gaulin. I found myself trying to licar the 
tone of their conversation. Gaulin was telling her of biological 
experiments he had made in his laboratory. 

‘How interesting!’ said Isabelle. 'I should like to see them,’ 

‘Come to my laboratory and I will show you.’ 

Then for a moment it seemed to me that it was Gaulin’s voice I 
had heard on the telephone. 

I had never understood before how absurd jealousy can 
be, for no suspicion could have been more unfounded. 
Dr Gaulin was a friendly, intelligent man who had become 
the fashion that year in society and I enjoyed hearing him 
talk, but I could not have conceived being attracted by him. 
Since my marriage to Philippe I had been incapable of even 
seeing any other man ; and yet on a piece of paper pinned 
by Philippe to the above note I read this; 

Accustomed as I am to confuse love with the suffering of doubt 
and suspicion, I begin to think that I am once again Iteing subjected 
to this painful experience. Tire same Isabelle who three months ago 
I thought too attentive, too constantly present, I now try to keep 
near me as much as I can. Did I really have that feeling of hopeless 
boredom in her company? Now I seem less happy hut I am not 
bored for a moment. She is very surprised at my new attitude ; she 
is too modest to grasp the real meaning of it. This morning she 
vsaid':,', 

‘IE you don’t mind I shall go this afternoon to the Pasteur Institute 
to see Gaulin’s experiments.’ 

‘Certainly not,* I said, ‘you will not go.’ 

She looked stuix’fied by my vehemence. 
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‘But why Philippe? You heard what he was talking about the 
other day ; it seems to me very interesting.’ 

‘Gauliu has a way of behaving with women that I dislike.’ 

‘Gaulin? What a strange idea! I have met him often this winter 
and nc\'cr noticed anything of the kind. But you hardly know him,, 
you only saw him for ten minutes at the Brdmont’s . . 

‘Kxartly, it was during those ten minutes . . 

And then for tlte first time since I have known her, Isabelle smiled, 
in a way that recalled Odile. 

I remember that scene vividly, I was amused and rather 
gratified. Suddenly a side of Philippe’s nature was disclosed 
to me that I had hitherto been unaware of. I knew from 
reading the story of his past life how he had been tortured 
and held by his jealousy of Odile, but I did not know that I 
also had the power to use this w^eapon to bind him closer 
to me. 

It was a temptation but I had no wish to play such a part 
and was incapable of sustained pretence or hypocrisy. I feel 
that love should be something greater than a cruel war 
between lovers. 

In a few days I succeeded in restoring Philippe’s peace of 
mind, shut myself up almost completely and did nor see 
Gaulin again. The last months before my child was born- 
were trying. I felt that my appearance was unsightly and 
did not want to go about with Philippe for fear of embarrass- 
ing him. He gave me all his time during the last weeks 
and often read aloud to me. Never before bad our raari'iage 
been nearer to what I had always dreamed of. We re-read' 
several great novels. In my youth I read BalT’.ac and Tolstoy 
but had not c|uitc understood them. Everything now 
a])pearcd to have a richer meaning. Dolly in the opening 
of Anna Karenma was like me, Anna herself bad a little of 
Odile and a little of Solangc. As Philippe read it I was sure- 
he was making the same comparisons as I was. Sometimes 
a passage reminded him so strongly of certain aspects of our 
life that he raised his eyes from the book and we exchanged 
a smile of tmderstanding. I should have been very happy 
if Philippe had not still seemed sad. lie made no complaint,. 
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'was in good health, but often sighed ; he sat in an armchair 
■by my bed, stretching out his long arms wearily and passing 
-his hands over his eyes. 

‘Arc you tired, darling?’ I asked him. 

‘Yes, a little, I think I need a change of air. That office 
-all day long . . 

‘Of course — specially as you then stay with me all the 
■evening. But do go out, darling . . . enjoy yourstdf. Why 
■do you no longer go to a theatre or a concert?’ 

‘You know quite well, I hate going alone.’ 

‘Won’t Solange be coming back soon? She was only going 
ito be away for two montlis. Have you any news of her?’ 

‘Yes, she wrote to me. She prolonged her visit, she did 
.not want to leave her husband alone.’ 

‘What? Why, she leaves him every year. Why this sudden 
: solicitude?’ 

‘How should I know?’ said Philippe angrily. ‘That’s what 
.-she writes to me and it’s all I can tell you.’ 


XIX 

-At last Solange returned, a few weeks before my confine- 
ment ; it was heartrending to see Philippe’s sudden transfor- 
mation. One evening I found him young and gay again. 
He brought me flowers and some large pink prawns that I 
liked. He walked round and round my bed, his hands in 
his pockets, was very lively and told me amusing stories 
about his office and publishers he had seen during the day. 
I wondered what was the cause of his sudden high spirits. 

He dined at my bedside and casually, without looking at 
him, I asked: ' 

'Still no news from Solange?’ 

‘What?’ he said, with exaggerated casualncss, ‘didn’t I tell 
■you? She rang up this morning—she has been in Paris since 
■yesterday.’ 

‘I am glad for your sake, Philippe. You will have someone 
ito go out with when I am unable to keep you company.’ 
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‘But you are absurd, Isabelle, I shall not leave you for a 
moment/ 

‘I insist on your going out, anyhow I shall not be alone,, 
my mother will soon bo in Paris/ 

‘That’s true,’ he said, looking delighted, ‘she can’t be far- 
away now. Where did her last telegram come from?’ 

‘It was a radio message from the boat, but from what I was. 
told at tire shipping oflicc she should be at Suez tomorrow/ 

‘I am very pleased on your account ; it is good of her to- 
take such a long journey to be present at a confinement/ 

‘My family is like yours, Philippe ; births and deaths are - 
festivals. I remember that the funerals of provincial cousins 
were amongst my father’s pleasantest memories/ 

‘When my Marcenat grandfather was very old he com- 
plained bitterly that his doctor forbade him to go to a burial 
service. “They don’t want me to follow poor Ludovic’s. 
funeral procession,” he said, “though I have so few distrac-- 
tions.’” 

‘You seem in good form this evening, Philippe.’ 

'TSTot particularly , . . but it is lovely weather, you arc well 
and this nine months’ nightmare is nearly over — ^naturally- 
I am thankful’ 

I was humiliated to see him so lively and to know the cause- 
of his renewed vitality. That evening he ate as he did at. 
St. Moritz, with the good appetite which, to my great con- 
cern, he had lost for many months. After dinner he became- 
restless and began to yawn. I said: 

‘Shall wc read a little? That Stendhal you began last night 
was very good . . / 

‘Oil yes — Lamicl~it isn’t bad ... if you like.’ 

.lie assumed a bored expression. 

‘Listen, Philippe, do you know what you ought to do? 
Go and say goocl evening to Solangc ; you have not seen her 
for five months,’ 

‘I don’t want to leave you. And I have no idea if she is 
at home, or free. The lirst evening of her return she must 
have her family there, or Jacques’/ 

‘Ring her up.’ 
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I had hopcxl he would show more resistance but he gave 
way to the temptation at once. 

‘All right--T/ll try/ he said, and left the rooni. 

Five minutes later he came back looking radiant. 

‘As you don’t mind I’ll just run over to Solangc’s. 1 shall 
only stay a quarter of an hour.’ 

‘Stay as long as you like. I am delighted, it will do you 
^ood. But come and say goodnight to me when you get 
back, even if it is very late.’ 

‘It won’t be. It is nine o’clock — 1 shall be home at a 
q[uarter to ten.’ 

I saw him again at midnight. While I waited I read a 
iitde and cried a great deal. 


■ XX 

My mother arrived from China a few days before the birth 
of my child. Seeing her again I was astonished to feel nearer 
to her in a certain way and yet further removed from her 
than I expected to be. She criticised our way of living, our 
servants, furniture and friends. Her opinions struck invisible 
and remote chords that produced faint echoes in me. But 
•our old family traditions were already undermined by 
Philippe’s influence and things which surprised and shocked 
her, seemed quite natural to me. 

She was quick to notice that Philippe was not as attentive 
to me in those last days of waiting as he migh have been. 

‘I shall keep you company this evening as I don’t suppose 
your husband will have the courage to stay at homo.’ 

I was ashamed that I suffered more from my pride than 
from my love. I regretted that my mother had not been 
there before Solange’s return, when Philippe never left me 
except for the hours he was at work. I should like to have 
■shown her that I too could be loved. Often, standing at tlie 
foot of my bed, she looked at me in a critical way which 
revived all the agonies of my girlhood. Watchful, almost 
hostile, she put her finger on the parting of my hair, saying : 
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'You arc going grey.’ It was ttue. 

When Philippe returned home after midnight and passers- 
by in the street became less frequent, I listened to their foot- 
steps hoping to recognise his. I can still hear that deceptive 
••sound which grows louder and awakens hope as it pauses, 
then continues, grows fainter and fades away. A man who 
is going to stop, begins to reduce his pace when a few yards 
away from his door ; at last I heard Philippe’s step and 
noticed his diminishing speed ; the light sound of a bell rang 
through the house, a distant door slammed — ^it was he. I 
had made up ray mind to be cheerful and indulgent but 
•each time received him with complaints. The monotony and 
violence of my own words shocked me. 

'Ohl’ said Philippe wearily. T can’t stand any more, 
Isabelle, I assure you . . . Can’t you see how incoherent you 
are? ... It is you who implore me to go out, I do as you ask 
and then you load me with reproaches. What is it you want? 
That I should, shut myself up in this house? I will do it. 
Yes — ^I promise I will . . . anything rather than these incessant 
quarrels . . . But I beg you not to be generous at nine o’clock 
in the evening and just the opposite at midnight . . .’ 

'Yes, Philippe, it’s true ... I am hateful. I swear I won’t 
do it again.’ 

But the next time some demon within me dictated the 
same useless remarks. My anger was chiefly directed against 
Solange. I thought that at such a moment she might let me 
have my husband. 

She came to see me. Conversation was rather dilficult. 
She wore a beautiful sable coat and recommended her furrier 
to me at length. Then Philippe arrived ; she must have told 
him she was coming because he returned earlier than usual. 
The coat became a useless, almost invisible accessory and 
the garden at Marrakesh took its place. 

‘You can’t imagine what it is like, Isabelle ... In the 
morning I walk with bare feet on the warm tiles, amongst 
■orange trees . . . roses and jasmine entwine every column. 
One sees pale blue humming-birds through the flowers and 
leaves . . - and far beyond the roofs the snow on the Atlas 
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mountains, glitters like fine diamonds . . . ('we liave already 
had the diamonds at St. Moritz’, I thought) . . . And the- 
nights! llie moon that the cypress tree seems to be pointing, 
at with a black finger ... An Arab playing a guitar in die- 
neighbouring garden ... Oh Marcenat, Marcenat, how I 
love itl’ 

With her head thrown back she seemed to be breathing in 
the scent of jasmine and roses. When she left Philippe took 
her to the door, tic returned looking slightly embarrassed 
and stood with his back against the fireplace in my room. 
After a long silence he said; 

'You ought to come with me to Morocco some time . . .. 
it is really very beautiful ... By the way, I’ve brought you 
a book by Robert Etienne about the Berbers — their private- 
lives ... It is a kind of novel . . . and also a poem. It’s- 
amazing.’ 

‘Poor Philippe, how I pity you, having to deal with women.. 
What hypocrites they are!’ 

‘What makes you say that, Isabelle?’ 

‘I say it because it is true ; I know women well and they 
are so uninteresting.’ 

At last I felt the first pains ; the confinement was long and! 
difficult. Philippe’s emotion gratified me, he was white and 
more frightened than I was. I saw how' much my life meant 
to him. His fear gave me courage and trying to reassure him 
helped me to control my own nervousness. I talked of our 
little hoy, feeling certain of having a son. 

‘Wc will call him Alain, Philippe. I-Ic will have eyebrows- 
rather too high up like yours — and will walk up arul down 
with his hands in his pockets when he is worried ... he is- 
sure to be worried, poor Alain, isn’t he, Philippe? The son 
of such parents . . . What a heredity!’ 

Philippe tried to smile, but I could see that he was deeply 
moved. When I felt worse I asked him to hold ray hand. 

‘Do you remember my hand on yours at Siegfried? . . * 
that was the beginning of everything.’ 
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A little later I heard from my room Dr Cres saying tx> 
Philippe : 

‘Your wife is astonishingly brave; I have seldom seen 
such courage/ 

‘Yes — my wife is a very fine person. I only hope nothing 
will happen to her/ 

‘Wliat could happen? Everything is normal/ 

They gave me chloroform towards the end ; it was not 
my wish. When I opened my eyes I saw Philippe standing 
beside me looking tender and happy. He kissed my hand: 

‘We have a son, darling/ 

I wanted to sec him but was disappointed. 

My mother and Philippe’s were installed in the little 
sitting room next to ray bedroom. The door was open, and 
with closed eyes, half asleep, I heard their depressing fore- 
bodings about the education of the child. Although they 
were very different and no doubt disagreed on nearly all 
subjects, they discovered a mutual loyalty to their own 
generation by finding fault with the young couple. 

‘Of course,’ said my mother, ‘these young people think 
only of happiness. Children must be happy, the husband 
must be happy, the mistress of the house must be happy and 
so must the servants, and to achieve this they abolish rules,, 
do away with restrictions, will have no punishments or pro- 
hibitions and everything is pardoned, nor only before pardon 
is deserved but even before it is asked. It is incomprehen- 
sible. My daughter, for instance, tells me she is not happy. 
It is not Philippe’s fault, he is a very good husband and does 
not run after women more than most men. No, it is because 
she analyses herself, is always anxiously examining the baro- 
meter of rheir “love”, as she puts it . . , Have you. ever troubled 
much about the temperature of your marriage? I haven’t. I 
tried to help ray hu.shand in his career ; I had a difficult house 
to run, w'e were very busy and everything went well ... It 
is the same with the education of children. Isabelle says that 
above all she wants Alain to have a happier childhood than 
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she had. I can assure you liers was not unpleasant, I brought 
her up rather severely, I don’t regret it — you sec rlie result.’ 

1£ you had not brought her up a.s you did/ said Mine 
Marcenat, also talking very softly, ‘Isabelle would never have 
become the delightful woman she is. She sliould be veiy 
grateful to you and so should my son.’ 

I kept quite still because the conversation amused me. Who 
knows, I thought! Perhaps they arc right. 

Since the much longed for birth of our child everything 
disappointed me. I had formed such great hopes that the 
reality could not satisfy them, I believed that the child 
would be a new and powerful link between Philippe and me. 
It was not so. He took very little interest in his son, went 
to see him once a day, amused himself by talking English 
with the nurse for a few minutes and then became once 
more the Philippe I had always known, aloof and kind but 
with a vague mist of longing that pervaded his melancholy 
amiability. He seemed now to be suffering from something 
more than boredom. Philippe was unhappy. Irle did not 
go out so often which I first thought was out of considera- 
tion for me, and that he had scruples aliout leaving me alone 
while I was still weak. Several times when my mother or a 
friend were coming to see me I said: 

‘Philippe I know these family conversations bore you — 
ring up Solange and take her to the cinema this evening.’ 

‘Why do you always want to force me to go out with 
Solange? I can live for two days without seeing her.’ 

Poor Philippe! That’s just what he could not do. Without 
knowing exactly why, or anything about Solange’s jirivate 
life I felt there was something changed in their rclatiou.slh]) 
since she had returned from Morocco, and that Philippe was 
suffering on her account. I dared not question him, but just 
from the look on his face I could follow the course of his 
moral sickness. In a few weeks he had grown unbelievably 
thinner ; his complexion was yellow, and his eyes looked 
weary. He complained of sleeping badly and had the fixed 
expression of a person suffering from insomnia. At meals 
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he was silent, then made an cjE[ort to talk, •which, was evea 
more painful to me than his silence. 

Renee came to see me and brought a little drcwss ‘for Alain. 
I saw at once that she was transformed. She had organised 
her life of work and talked of Dr Gaulin in a way that made 
me think he was her lover. For some months this liaison 
had been referred to at Gandumas, but only as a false 
rumour. The family wanted to keep on cordial terms with 
Renee and were afraid that their own code w^ould forbid 
:th,cm to receive her if they admitted her virtue to be in 
doubt. But when I saw her I knew that Marccnats, con- 
sciously or not, were wrong. Renee had the joyful air of a 
woman who loves and is loved. 

Since my marriage I had been estranged from Renee and 
the few times we had met I found her hard and almost 
hostile. But this time we resumed at once the same friendly 
tone of our long wartime conversations. We began to talk 
of Philippe — and to talk of him intimately. For the first 
time Renee told me with great frankness that she had loved 
him and our marriage had made her very unhappy, 

‘At that moment I almost hated you,’ she said, ‘then I 
began to arrange my life dijffcrently, and now that distressing 
period seems unrccil to me. Our strongest emotions die, 
don’t you think so? I look back upon myself as I was three 
•years ago with the same curiosity and indijffcrcnce as if I 
were looking at another woman.’ 

‘Perhaps I have not yet got to that stage, Renee, I still 
love Philippe as much as I did at the beginning — even more 
and feel capable of making sacrifices for him -now that I 
%vould n<u have made six months ago.’ 

Renee looked at me for a moment without sjacaking, like 
a doctor. 

‘T believe you,’ .she said at last, ‘I told you just now, Isabelle, 
that I regret nothing ; I feel more strongly than that about 
it. Forgive my being frank. I congratulate myself every 
day that I am not married to Philippe.’ 

‘And I congratulate myself that I am.’ 

‘Yes, I know, because you love him and you have adopted 
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his habit of seeking happiness in suifcring. But Philippe is; 
a terrible person; there is nothing bad in lura-—c[uit.e the 
contrary— but terrible because he is obsessed. I knew him as. 
a child. He was just the satne, except perhaps at that time 
there were other possibilities in him. Then Odile came and 
fixed once for all his personality as a lover. For him lo\-e 
is closely associated with a certain type of face, a certain 
recklessness of action, a certain disquieting grace that is not 
entirely honest. And as at the same time he is terribly 
sensitive, this type of woman, the only kind he can fine, 
make.s him very unhappy. Isn’t that true?’ 

‘It is true and not true, Renee. I know it always sounds, 
absurd to say “I am loved”, yet Philippe does love me, I 
cannot doubt it . . . only at the same time he also needs; 
quite a different kind of woman — like Odile, or Solange . . . 
Do you know Solange Villier?’ 

‘Very well ... I did not like to speak of her, but it was 
she I was thinking of.’ 

‘Yes— you can speak of her. I am no longer jealous; I 
have been ... Do people say that Solange is Philippe’s, 
mistress?’ 

‘Oh no . . . in fact they are saying that duritig her last visit 
to Morocco she fell in love with Robert Etienne— you knowv 
the man who wrote such an interesting lx)ok about the 
Berbers . . . Latterly she spent all her rime with him in 
Marrakesh. He has just returned to Paris . . . He is a great 
writer and a charming man ; Gaulin thinks very highly of 
Mm.’" 

I reflected for a moment. Yes — it was just what I had 
imagined and the name Etienne explained some of Philippe’s 
conversations, tie had brought home, one after the other, 
all Etienne’s books and read extract.^ aloud, asking me what 
I thought, I liked them, specially the long meditation 
entitled ‘Prayer in the Garden of the Oudaias’. 

‘It is beautiful,’ Philippe had said, ‘Yes — it is really beauti- 
ful — and primitive,’ 

My Poor Philippe! How he must have suffered. Nt) doubt 
he now analysed Solange’a every word and gesture, as he had 
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long ago analysed Odile’Sj to seek traces in tliem of the 
unknown man ; probably it was in this vain and torturing 
research that he passed his sleepless nights. How furious I 
suddenly felt with that woman! 

Mt is so true, Renee, what you said just now about the habit 
of seeking pleasure in suffering . . . But when through 
circumstances one’s emotional life begins like that as with 
Phili})pe and me, is it still possible to change oneself?’ 

■'.I believe it is always possible if one wishes it strongly 
•enough.’ 

'But how could the desire to do so arise unless die change 
had already taken place?’ 

‘Gaulin would answer: “By understanding the mechanism 
and mastering it” . . . that’s to say, by being more intelligent.’ 

'But Philippe is intelligent.’ 

'Very, but he gives way too much to his sensibility and 
does not use his intelligence enough.’ 

We argued happily till Philippe came home. Renee had 
a scientific way of discussing things, which I liked as it made 
me feel that I resembled many others and was just in a class 
labelled ‘Lcs Amoureuses’. 

Philippe seemed pleased to find Renee, asked her to stay to 
dinner and for the first time for several weeks talked with 
animation throughout the meal. Pie was interested in science 
and she told him of new experiments. As she mentioned 
Gaulin’s name for the second time he said to her abruptly: 
'Do you know Gaulin well?’ 

‘Indeed I do, he is my chief.’ 

Isn’t he a friend of Robert Etienne, the one from Morocco, 
'who wrote “The Prayer to the Oudaias”?’ 

:■ .Wes.’- 

‘And do you know Etienne?’ 

■Very well’ 

‘What kind of man is lie?’ 

‘Rcmarkalile.’ 

‘Oh,’ said Philippe, and added with difficulty, ‘yes, I also 
think he has talent . . . but sometimes it happens that a man 
is inferior to his work . . 


‘It is not so in his case/ said R.enec, pitilessly. 

I looked at her bevseechingly. Philippe was silent for the 
rest of the evening. 


XXI 

Philippe's love for Sohmgc VilUcr was ebbing away bt'l'orc 
my eyes. He never spoke of it and evidendy wanted me to 
think that nothing was changed between them, lie .still saw 
her often, but not nearly so often as before. Their mcctitigs 
no longer gave him unmixed pleasure. When they had been 
out together he did not return young and happy but at times 
almost in despair. There were moments when he seemed on 
the point of confiding in me. He took my hand and said; 

Isabelle, it is you who have chosen the better way.' 

‘Why darling?' 

"■■‘Because 

Then he stopped, but I understood. 

Philippe continued to send flowers to Solange and to treat 
her as though he loved her. Don Quixote and Lancelot 
remained faithful. But the notes I found among his papers 
for the year 1923 are very sad. 

April 17th. Walk with Solange . . , Montmartc. We went up as 
far as the Place du Tertre and sat on the terrace of a cafe. Croissants 
and lemonade. She asked for a bar of chocolate and enjoyed it like 
a little girl. I experienced exactly the same sensations as in the long 
forgotten Odile-Fran^ois day.s. Solange wants to be natural, is afTcc- 
tionate and shows great kindness. But I can see she is thinking of 
someone else, .She seems to have the same languor as Odile had 
after her first escape and, like her, eludes all explanations. When I 
want to talk about ourselves she is evasive and invents some game. 
Today she amused herself by imjtgming the lives of the passers-by 
from their appearance and gestures. She made up (juite a stt}ry .about 
a taxi driver wJio arrived in front of our cafe with two wmnen, I 
try not to love her any more but do not succeed. She i.s as setUntive 
as ever — her air of radiant health — her sunburnt complcxif)n , . . 

‘My dear,’ she said, ‘you are sad. What is the matter? Don’t yotx 
find life amusing? Just think, in each of those funny little Imusea 


there are men and women whose lives would be interesting to 
observe. There are hundreds of places like this in Paris and dozens 
of places like Paris in the world. It is really marvellous!’ 

‘I don't agree with you, Solange; I think life is an interesting 
spectacle when one is very young, but by the time one reaches the 
age of forty, as I have, and discovers the prompter, the actors’ devices 
and the cunning tricks of those who pull the strings, it is time to 
■leave.’" ■ . . 

‘You must not talk like that. You have seen nothing yet.’ 

‘Indeed I have, my poor Solange. I’ve seen the third act ; I don’t 
find it very good or very amusing ; it is always the same situation, 
and always will be. I’ve had enough and do not wash to wait for 
the end.’ 

‘You arc a bad audience — you have a delightful wife and charming 
women friends . . .’ 

‘Women friends?' 

“Yes you have, I know your life,’ 

All this is terribly ‘Odile’. I cannot forgive myself for my weak 
acc:cptance and my melancholy defeat. I ought to give up seeing 
Solange and then perhaps I might be at peace. To see her and not 
love her is impossible. 

April Mth, Last night I had a long conversation about love with 
one of my friends who is supposed to have been a great Don Juan of 
his time. He is over fifty and I was struck by how little happiness 
these love affairs, for which he was much envied, had given him. 

‘Really,’ he said, ‘I have only loved one woman — Claire 1? . . ., 
and how weary I became even of her towards the end!’ 

‘And yet— she is charming!’ 

‘Oh you can’t judge her now. She is affected and exaggerates the 
mannerisms tliat were formerly natural to her. No, I can’t even look 
at her any more,’ 

‘And the others?’ 

‘They meant nothing to me.’ 

Then 1 mentioned the woman who is said to fill his life at present. 

He said, ‘I don’t care for her at all. We meet from force of habit. 
She has made me suffer horribly and has been very unfaithful. Now 
I see her as she is. She is really nothing to me.’ 

He made me wonder if romantic love exists and whether one 
should give np the whole idea. Only death saves it from disintegra- 
tion. {Trisfem,) 
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Ajml 19th. Visit to Gandumas, ' The first for three nionlhs. Some 
■workmeu came to tell me of their difliailrics — povcriy, Ku-kness. At S- 
the sight of these real troubles I, blushed for niy imaginary ones. 

And yet, amongst these men also, there arc emotional dramas. 
Pas.scd a whole night without sleep, meditating on my life. T think 
it has been one long mi.stake. From tltc outside 1 appear to h.ave had 
a career. In reality my object in life htis been to find tibsoinle haj)j>i- 
ness through women and there is no more hopeless tpu'si. Perfect 
love does not exist, any more than a perfect government. Above all 
one must avoid deceiving oneself. Our feelings tire tot) often mis- 
leading. I could rid my.self of the <ibses.siou of Holaiige its tin instant 
if I consented to look at her true picture, whicli has been in tny ^ 

mind ever since I knew her, drawn by an accurate and cruel master, 
though I refuse to see it. 

April 20th. Although Solange no longer cares for me, when I try 
to free myself she slightly tightens the cord. Coquetry or charity? 

April 23rd. Where did I go wrong? Solange has evolved like 
Odile. Is this because 1 have made the same mi.stakes? Or because 
1 made a similar choice? Is it always net:cssary to hide one’s feelings 
and use diplomacy to keep a woman’s love? I don’t know. 

■ ■ 

April 27th. Every ten years one shotikl discard ideas that have 
proved false and dangerous. 

Ideas to be discarded: 

(a) That womm am he hound by a promise or a imv, Wonten 
hare no morals. Their behaviour depencls on those they love. 

(h) That there exists a perfect teoman with whom love would he a 
scries of unmixed joys of the senses, the rnind and the heart. Twot 
human beings moored close together arc like two vessels rocked by 
the waves ; their hulls run foul of each other and creak. 

May 28th. Dinner at Avenue Marceau. Aunt Cora exjtiring amongst 
her capons and orchids. Hdlcne came to talk to me about Solange, 

‘Poor Marcenat! How miseralile you have been looking for several 
weeks ... I understand.. Naturally you are unhappy.’ 

T don’t know what you are talking about,’ I replied, 

‘Yes, you do,’ she said, ‘you still love her.’ 

I protested. 
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i’he vcij notebook shows me now a Philippe much more lucid 
and more in command of himself than he appeared to me 
\vherj he wrote tliesc notes in 1923. I think his intelligence 
uas already freer but Philippe the slave W'as still hidden in 
(lie secret depths of his being. Pie looked so miserable that 
several times I considered going to see Solange and telling 
lier of my tmxieiy about him, but such a step seemed so rnad 
tlutt 1 dared not take it. Anyhow I now hated Solange and 
felt that once alone with her I might not be able to control 
myself. We continued to meet her at the Thianges, then 
Philippe refused to go to Helene's parties, which he had 
never done before. 

‘You go/ he said, ‘to show we are not offended with her, 
That would be unfair, Plelcne is so kind, bur I cannot go 
there again. The older I get the more I dislike society , , . My 
own fireside, a book, you . . . that is my happiness now.' 

1 knew he was sincere but I also knew that if at this moment 
he had met an attractive and frivolous young woman who, 
by an imperceptible glance, had given him the signal he was 
waiting for, he would immediately have changed his philo- 
sophy and explained that after a day’s work he needed above 
all to .sec new people and amuse himself. When I tvas first 
married I ii.scd to be saddened by the knowledge that the 
thoughts of those we love are forever concealed from us. lilut 
Philippe had now become transparent to me. I could perceive 
all his thoughts, all his wcakncsse.s, but I loved him more 
than e\'cr. One evening in his .study I remember looking at 
him for a long time without speaking. 

‘What arc you dunking about? he asked, smiling, 

' ‘f am trying to sec you as if I did not love you, and love 
you all the .same/ 

’(jood Itcavens! Ifow complicated. And can you do it?’ 

‘Love you as you are? Yes, easily/ 

That evening he suggested our going to Caudumas earlier 
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There Is notiiing to keep us in Paris. I can look ai‘tcr rny 
business just as well from there, 'i’he country air wKl be 
excellent for Alain anti my mother will not be so loiu'iy. b 
would ])e an advantage in every way.’ 

This arrangement was all I could desire. At (lamhimas 
Philippe woukl belong to me. My only fear was that he 
might he bored hut soon after oiir arrival his spirits began i<» 
revive. Wiiile we were in Paris, although he had lost Sojange. 
he clung lenaciously to a hope, no df)iibt a vain one. \ le 
made an instinctive gesture when he heard the tcleplioiu- 
ring, which proved he was not yet cured. When wc were out 
together I was painfully aware of his every rcactit)n anri 
knew tliat though he dreaded meeting Solange he hoped 
do so. He still cared terribly for her and she could have 
got him back at once if she had wanted to. Gandumas 
and its surroundings had no associations with Solange and 
Philippe gradually began to forget her. By the end of a 
week lie already looked better ; his cheeks were fuller, his 
eyes brighter and he slept well. 

The weather was fine and we went for long walks. Philippe 
told me he w'anted in future to follow his father’s example 
and take more interest in his estate. We went to the three 
farms, Guichardie, Bruyeres and Resonzac. He spent the 
morning.s at the factory and every afteriKson we went out 
together, 

‘Do you know W'hat wc ought to do?’ he said. Take a 
book and read aloud in the forest.’ 

There were beautiful .shady sjxus around (»andumas ; tve 
woukl .sit on the moss at the edge of a path over which 
branches intermingled, forming si>ft grta-n tirchcs : wonie- 
times on a fallen tree-trunk or on one of the seals placed 
there long ago by his grandfather. Pldlippe would read 
aloud parts of his favourite books. Occasionally he looked 
up and said: 

‘Am I boring you?’ 

‘What an idea! I have never betai so happy in my life.’ 

After he had finished wc discussed the characters in the 


:uu.l (>ftc!n went on to talk about real people. One day 
1 brfuiglu, a little book whose title I refused to show him, 

‘WMiat is this mysterious book?’ he said. 

'll is one f have taken from your mother’s library and 
uiheh playetl a ])art in your life, at least so you wrote, me 
heihre we were married/ 

i know, it’s my Patits Soldats Russes. Oh, I’m so glad 
you i'ouiid it, Lsahelle. Give it to me.’ 

lie turned over the pages and seemed amused and a little 
<Us.*ipj)ointed : ‘''They proposed electing a queen; she ivus a 
renutrkubly heautifnl, slender, elegant and skilful girl . . . 
hoxeing our heads befo?-e her wc vozved to obey the laws’* ^ 

'Oh, h is charming, Philippe, and so like yon . , , There is 
tiLso ;i nice story: an object desired by the queen which the 
hero goes to seek with great difficulty . . . Wait . . . Pass me 
the 1>ook . . 

“'Good heavens!' said the queen. 'hoW' rnuch trouble you 
have taken! Thank you!’ She was very pleased. In 
shaking my hand again when 1 xms saying goodbye to her 
she added : Tf I am still your queen, I shall tell the General 
to give you a special reward* / bowed to her and tvithdrew ; 
I was zury happy.*” 

‘You have remained that little boy all your life, Philippe 
. . . only the queen has often changed.’ 

Pjjilippe, s(.;ated under a bush, was breaking oft' little twigs 
that be snapped between his fingers and threw on the grass. 

'Yes,’ he said, 'the tjueen lias often changed. The truth is 
I htii i- ne\er yet met the queen . . . :it least not the perfect 
(me.' . ^ 

‘Who was the tpieeii, Philippe?' 

‘Seieral women, my darling. Denise Aiibry, a little . . . 
hut ;i very imperfect one. Did I tell you she is dead, poor 
Denise Auhry?’ 

‘No, Philip[te . . . She must have been quite young? , , . 
W'bai did she die of?’ 

*[ don't know ; my mother told me the other day. It had 
a strange itlVect on me to hear as an unimportant item of 
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news that a woman who was for several years the; centix; ol' 
my work! had died/ 

‘After Denise Aubry, who was tht.^ queen?' 

‘Odile.’ 

‘It was sshe who was the nearest to the tjuecn of your 
dreams? ■■■•, 

•Yes, because she was so beautiful.’ 

‘And after Odile? . . . Helene de Thianges a iiule?’ 

‘A little, perhaps, but certainly you Isabelle.’ 

'I too? Is that true? For how kmg?’ 

‘A very long time.’ 

‘Then Solange?’ 

‘Yes, then Solange . . 

‘Is Solange still the queen, Philippe?’ 

‘No, but in spite of everything, my memories of her mean 
a great deal to me. She was so alive, so strong. I felt 
younger and happier when I was with her.’ 

‘You must see her again, Philippe.’ 

‘Yes, I will when I am really cured, but she will no longer 
be the queen ; that is finished.’ 

‘And now, Philippe, who is the queen?’ 



He hesitated a moment, then looking at me said: 

‘You are.’ 

‘But I was deposed long ago,’ 

'Yes, perhaps, because you were jealous, }.)etty anti unjust. 
But you have been so brave for the last three months, sf) 
kind and straightforward, that I have given you back your 
crown. You can’t imagine how you have changed, Isalx’llc. 
You arc no longer the same woman,’ 

‘I know' that is true, dearest. A woman really in love has 
no personality : she says she has and wants to believe it, hm 
it is not true. No, she tries to understand what sort of 
woman her lover hopes to find in her-— and become, that 
w'oman . , . With you, Philippe, it is very difficult beeansi' 
one doesn’t quite know wdiat you want. You need fidelity 
and tenderness, but you also need coquetry and uncertainty. 
What can one do? I have chosen the part of fidelity, which 
is nearest to my nature . . . But I believe for a long time 
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■yim will also need someone unstable and more elusive. The 
great victory I have won over myself is that I accept the 
oth(!r otic with resignation even with satisfaction. What I 
have learnt during the last year is very valuable, I have 
discovered that if one really loves, one must not attach, too 
nuiclt importance to the actions of the beloved. Wc need 
him only he can ('liable us to live in a certain “atmosphere” 
which wc cannot do without. Hdciie ciuitc rightly calls it 
“cUmaU’’^ vSo long as we can keep and preserve him, good 
Imavens, what does anything else matter? Life is so short, 
so dijlicult . . . should I have the right, my poor Philippe, 
to deprive you if I could of a few hours’ happiness that 
you can get from these women? Yes, I have improved, I 
4im no longer jealous ; I don’t suffer any more.’ 

Philip j>e vStretched himself out on the grass and rested his 
head on my lap. 

‘I have not reached that |X)int yet,’ he said, ‘I think I 
•could still suflhr a great deal. The shortness of life is no 
consolation to me. It is short, that’s true, but in relation to 
what? For us it is everything ... All the same I feel that 
.1 am slowly entering a more tranquil zone. Do you remcm- 
■ber, Isabelle, when X likened my life to a symphony in which 
different themes mingle, the theme of the Knight, that of 
the Cynic and that of the Rival? I still hear tliem all very 
clearly. But 1 can also hear in the orchestra a single instru- 
ment, I don’t; know which it is, that repeats with quiet 
insistence a theme consisting of a few tender and satisfying 
hats. It is the theme of serenity and resembles that of 
old age’ 

‘But you arc young, Philippe.’ 

‘Yes, that is why the theme seems very faint. Later it will 
permeate ih.e whole orcliestra and then I shall regret that 
the time has passed for me to hear the others.’ 

‘What saddens me sometimes, Philippe, is that the appren- 
tit'cship is so long. You tell me I have improved and I 
believe it is true. At forty perhaps I shall begin to mider- 
srand life a little, but it will be too late ... Do you believe 



it is possible, darling, that two beings can be perfectly united^ 
without a shadow?’ 

‘It has been possible during the last hoin-/ said Philippe 
as he got up. 

XXIII 

The happiest period of my married life was tliat summer at 
Gandumas. I think Philippe loved me twice; for a few 
weeks before our marriage and during these last three montlis 
from June to September when I felt he loved me without 
reserve. Ilis mother had insisted on our ssharing a room ; 
she attached great importance to it and could not understand 
how a husband and wife could occupy separate rooms. This 
made us still more united. Alain came to play with us in 
the mornings; his teeth were troubling him but he did not 
make a fuss. When he cried Philippe said: 

Tou must smile, Alain I ’ And I believe the child under- 
stood what he meant, because he made an effort to stop 
crying, and to look happy. Philippe began to love his soh. 

The weather was wonderful. When Philippe returned 
from the factory he liked to bask in the sun ; two armchairs 
were put on the lawn in front of the house and we sat there 
silent and lost in vague dreams. I liked to think that the 
same images filled our minds ; the heath, the ruined chfiteau 
of Chardeuil shimmering in the hot air, further off the 
shrouded curves of the hils, beyond that perhaps Solange’.s 
face and the rather hard look in her beautiful eyes ; on the 
horizon, no doubt, a Florentine landscape with wide, gently 
sloping roofs and domes and cypresses replacing the fir trees 
on the hills, then the angelic face of Odile . . . Yes, in my 
mind too there were pictures of Odile and Solangc ; it was 
inevitable. Sometimes Philippe looked at me and smiled. 
I knew we were truly united and I was happy. The dinner 
hell summoned us from this luxurious languor. 

‘Oh Philippe, I should love to spend my whole life like 



this, beside you, bemused, holding your hand in the warm- 
air ... It is lovely and yet so melancholy. I wonder why?'" 

‘Very beautiful moments are always melancholy. We feel 
they are fleeting. We want to hold on to them, but cannot.. 
When I was a child I always felt like that at a circus, later 
on at a concert when I was too happy. I thought to myself :: 

' ‘‘In two hours it will be all over.” ’ 

‘But now, Ifliilippc, we have thirty years before us.’ 

‘It is a very short time, thirty years.’ 

‘Oh I don’t ask for more.’ 

‘My mother-in-law seemed to respond to our happiness. 

‘At last,’ she said one evening, ‘I see Philippe living as I 
^.always wished him to. Do you know what you should do 
if you are wise? Make .Philippe return completely to 
^Gandmtias. Paris is no good to him. lie is like his father 
iwho was really shy and sensitive in spite of his air of inde- 
pendence. All the excitement of Paris, all the complex 
emotions, make Philippe ill.’ 

‘I am afraid he would get tired of being here.’ 

‘I don’t think so. liis father and I lived here for sixteen- 
time of our lives.’ 

‘Yes , but m i flip pe has acquired different habits. I know 
^P1!lWS!Sr''S?'happicr because I like living alone with him,, 
but he , . 

‘He would have you.’ 

‘I don’t think that would always be enough for him.’ 

‘You are too modest, dear Isabelle, and have no confidence 
in yourself. You mustn’t give up the struggle like that.’ 

‘I am not giving up the struggle . . . far from it, I am now 

S '’crtain I shall win ■. . . I .shall outlast the others, whereas they 
dll be forgotten and will hardly count in his life . . .’ 

‘The others!’ said my motlicr-in-law^, surprised, ‘you really 
re strangely weak.’ 

She was gentle but tenacious and often returned to her 
' vlca. bur I was careful not; to speak of it to Philippe. I 
. ;,new that such a suggestion would at once destroy the per- 
' het harmony wc were enjoying. In fact my fear that he- 
I ught be bored made me. propose several times spending* 
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Sundays with neighbours or going w'ith him lo sc;c pans 
Perigord or Limousin ]ie had mentioned and wiruh. I hn 
very litilc. I liked him to show me his own countryside a 
loved this rather wild province with its gretu thiek-uall 
■chateaux set on mountain peaks whence one co(il<i diset 
soft landscapes and rivers about which Philippe told t 
legends and stories. I, who had so loved h'rencli hlsto 
was moved to hear again the names; Hautefort, Bin 
Brantnmc. Occasionally 1 shyly connected Philipptt^s sn 
with something I had read and was pletiscd when he listen 
to me attentively. 

“'What a lot of things you know, Isabelle/ he said, ‘y 
are very intelligent, perhaps more than any other woman. 

‘Please don’t laugh at me, Philippe.’ 

I felt as though I had been discovered at last by a m 
whom I had loved a long time without hope. 



Philippe wanted to show me the grotio.s oi' the Vezerc valli 
I liked the dark river winding amongst rocks hollowed c 
and polished by the water, but the grottos disappointed n 
We had to climb steep paths in the oppre.ssive heat, th 
•enter narrow stone passages to look at vague bisons sketch 
in red on the walls. 

‘Can you see anything?’ I asked Philippe, ‘it might be 
bison or anything else , , . on the other .side.' 

‘I can see nothing at all-— I want to go out, I’m frozen. 

After the heat of the climb I too Jiad a feeling of j 
•coldness in the cave. Pliilippe was very tptiet on the w 
home; in the evening he complained of a cokl '.riie nt 
morning he woke me up early. 

‘I don’t feel well,’ he said. 

I got up in a hurry, drew back the' curtains and v 
alarmed at the sight of his face ; he was pale, looked vt 
•distressed and his eyes had dark lines round them. 

‘Yes, you look ill, Philippe, you caught cold yesterday , 
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to breathe and I am very feverish. It won’t be 
" 'by darling. Give me some aspirin.’ 

|;Jot want to sec a doctor and I dared not insist, but 
-• jlcd my mothcr-in-law at about nine o’clock she 
niperature and treated him with surprising autho- 
; would a sick child. In spite of his protests she 
f i* Toury from Chardcuil. He was rather shy and 
|‘'i looked at you through his liorn-rimmcd glasses 
rime before speaking. He examined Philippe’s, 
ly carefully with his stethoscope. 

attack of bronchitis,’ he said, ‘M Marcenat, you 
*]! up for at least a week.’ 

I’^e a sign to me to leave the room with him and 

• ag somewhat embarrassed : 

Hadame Marcenat, it is rather worrying. Your 
|ias bronchial pneumonia, I can hear a rattle all 
nest, almost the same as in a pulmonary oedema, 
his teihperature is 40“ and. pulse 140 ... It is acute 

ilf frozen and did not fully understand, 
is not in danger doctor?’ I asked, almo.st jokingly, 
y did it .seem to me that my vigorous Philippe of 
ig before could be very ill. He seemed surprised. 
>nia is always dangerous ; one must wait before 
n opinion.’ Then he told me what to do, 

''jiber hardly anything of the days that followed ; I 
'i thrown abruptly into that mythical and cloistered 
•ess. I nursed Philippe, doing as much as I could, 
t useful activity would avert the mysterious and 
‘^icnacc. When there was nothing more to do I sat 
Jm, in a white smock, trying to convey my own 
[p him through my eyes. For a long time he con- 

* recognise me ; he was so prostrate that he could 

but he thanked me with his eyes. Then he 
.dirious. There was a dreadful moment for me on 
day because he thought I was Solangc. Suddenly 
ddle of the night, he began to talk to me with 



